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e SCENE I. 
The Court. 


Enter King Richard, John of Gaunt, with other Noe 
bles and Attendants. 


K. Rich. LD John of Gaunt, time-honour'd 
a Lancaſter, 
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Brought hither "TWP, Her ford thy bold ſon, 

Here to make good he boit'rous late appeal, 

Which then our lei are would not let us hear, 

Agaiaſt the Luke of Norfolk, Thomas tan bl 
A 2 


Caunt. I have, my vs, Fey 

X. Rich. Tell me moreover, haft thou founded him, 
If he appeal * the Duke on ancient malice, 
Or worthily, as a good ſuhject ſhould, 
On fome known ground of treachery in him? 

Caunt. As near as I could ſiſt him on that argument, 
On ſome apparent danger feen in him 
Aim'd at your Highneſs ; no invet'rate malice. 

. Rich. Then call them to our preſence; face to face, 
And frowning brow to brow, ourſelves will hear 
'Th' accuſer and th' accuſed freely ſpeak : 
High-ſtomach'd are they both, and full of ire; 
In rage, deaf as the ſca; haſty as fire. 


Sen Rl IT. 
Enter Bolingbroke, and Mowbray. 


Boling. May many years of happy days befal 

My gracious Sovergign, my moſt loving Liege! 

2 Each day ſtill better other's happineſs ; 

Uatil the heavens, envying earth's good hap, 

Add an immortal title to your crown! 

K. Rich, We thank you both, yet one but flatters us, 

As well appeareth by the cauſe you come; 

Namely, t' appeal each other of high treaſon. 

Couſin of Hereford, what doſt thou object 

Againſt the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 
Boling. Firſt, (Heaven be the record to my ſpeech!) 

In the devotion of a ſubject's love, | 

Tend' ring the precious fafety of my prince, 

And — from other miſbegotten hate, 

Come I appellant to this princely preſence. 

Now, 'Thomas Mowbray, do ] turn to thee; 

And mark my greeting well ; for what I ſpeak, 

My body hall make good upon this earth, 

Or my divine foul anſwer it in heav'n. 

Thou art a traitor and a miſcreant . 


® + e. call, demand, chellenge, from appelle. Mr Pope. 


a milcreant; 


— 


+ 

Too good to be ſo, and too bad to live; 
Since the more fair and cryſtal is the ky 
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Sc. 2. Ring Pichard II. 5 
Tis not the trial of a woman's war, 
The bitter clamour of two cager tongues, 


Yet can I not of ſuch tame patience boaſt, 
As to be huſh'd, and nought at all to fay. | 
Firſt, the fair rev'rence of your Highneſs curbs me, 
From giving reins and ſpurs to my free ſpeech ; 
Which elſe would poſt, until it had return'd 
Theſe terms of treaſon doubled down his throat, 
Setting aſide his high blood's royalty, 
And let him be no kinſman to my Liege, 
I do defy him, and I fpit at him; 
Call him a fland'rous coward, and a villains 
Which to maintain, I would allow him odds, 

And meet him, were I ty'd to run a- foot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the Alps, 
Or any other ground unhabitable, 1 
Where never Engliſhman durſt ſet his foot. | 1 
Mean time, let this defend my loyalty; : 
By all my hopes, moft falſely doth he lye. = 

Beling. Pale trembling coward, there I throw my | 


Diſclaiming here the kindred of a King, [ gage, 
And lay aſide my high blood's royalty; 
(Which fear, not rev'rence, makes thee to except): 1 


If guilty dread hath left thee ſo much ſtrength, 
As to take up mine honour's pawn, then ſtoop. 
By that, and all the rights of knighthood elſe, 
Will I make good againft thee, arm to arm, 
What TI have ſpoken, or thou canſt deviſe. 
Maaß. I take it up, and by that ſword I fwear, 
Which gently laid my knighthood on my ſhoulder, 
I' anfwer thee in any fair degree, 
Or chivalrous deſign of knightly trial; 
And when I mount, alive may I not light, 
If I be traitor, or unjuſtly fight ! 


Once more, the more to aggravate the nete, 

With a foul traitor's name fluff I thy throat; 

And wiſh, fo pleaſe my Sov'reign, ere I move, 4 

What my tongue ſpeaks, my right-drawa ſword may proye. | 
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It mult be great, that can inhabit us [ charge ? 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 
_ - Bolirg. Look what L faid, my life ſhaſl prove it true, 
That Mowbray hath receiv'd eight thouſand nobles,- 
In name of lendings for your Highneſs” ſoldiers, 
The which ke hath detain'd for lewd employments ; 
Like a falfe traitor and injurious villain. 
Beſides, I fay, and will in battle prove, 
Or here, or el{-where, to the fuitkeft verge 
That ever was furvey'd by Englich eve, 
That all the treaſons for theſe eighteen years, 
Complotted and contrived in this ind, 
Fetch flom falſe Mowbray their firſt head and ſpring. 
Further, I y, and further will maintain 
Upon his bad life to make all this good, 
That be did plot the Duke of Glouceſter's death; 

Suggeſt his ſoon-believing adverfaries; | 
And conſequently, Eke a traitor-cow nod. 
Sluc'd out his ina'cent foul through ſtreams of blood; 
Which blood, like facrificing Abel” 8, Cries 
Fren from the tongueleſs caverns of the earth, 
To me, for juſtice, and rough chaftiſement. 
And, by the glorious worth of my deſcent, 
This arm ſhall! do it, or this life be ſpent, » 

K. Rich, How high a pitch his refolution ſoars ! 
Thomas of Norfolk, what ſay ſt chou to this? 

Map. O, let my Sovereign turn away his face, 
And bid his ears a little while be deaf, 
Till I have told this flander of his blood, 
How God and good men hate fo foul a lyar. 

K. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes and ears, 
Were he our brother, nay, our kingdom's heir, 
As he is but our father's brother's fon; 
Now by my ſceptre's awe, I make a vow, 
Such neighbour-nearneſs to our ſacred blood 
Should nothing pri- lege him, nor 1 
Th' unſtooping firmneſs of my upright foul. 
He is our ſubject, Mowbray, fo art thou; 
Free ſpeech and fearleſs I to thee allow. 


| Moawb. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart 


Through the falſe paſſage of thy throat, thou lyefſt ! 


King Richard ll. AR x, 
K. Pich. What doth our couſin lay to Mowbray's 
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Three parts of that receipt I had for Calais, 
Dilburs'd I to his Highnefs' ſoldiers; 

The other part reſerv'd i by conſent, 

For that my Sovereign Liege was in my debt, 
Upon remainder of a dear account, 
Since laſt went to France to fetch his Queen. 
Now, ſwallow down that lye. For Gloucetfter's death, 
I flew him not; but, to mine own diſgrace, 
Neglected my ſworn duty in that caſe. 

For von, my Noble Lord of Lancaſter, 

The honourable father to my foe, 

Once did I lay an ambuſh for your life, | 

A treſpaſs that doth vex my grieved foul 

But ere | laſt receiv'd the facrament, 

I did confeſs it, and exactly begg'd 

Your Grace's pardon; and I hope I had it. 
This is my fault; as for the reſt appeal'd, 

It iſſues from the rancour of a villain, 

A recrcant and moſt degen' rate traitor : 
Which in myfelf I boldly will defend, 

And interchangeably hurl down my gage 

Upon this overweening traitor's foot, 

To prove mytelf a loyal gentleman, 

Even in the beſt blood chamber'd in his boſom. 
In haſte whereof, moit heartily I pray 

Jour Highnefs to aff gu our trial-day. 

K. Rich. Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be rul'd by me; 
Let 's purge this choler without letting blood *, 
Good uncle, Jet this end where it begun; 
We'll calm the Duke of Norfolk, you your ſon. 

Caunt, To be a make-peace thall become my age; 
Throw down, my ſon, the Duke of Norfolk's gage. 
K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his. 
Gaunt, When, Harry, when? 
Obedience bids I ſhould not bid again. 


® —without letting blood. 
This we preſcibe. though no pliyſtcian; 
Deep malice makes too deep inciſion: | 
Forget, torgive, conclude and be agre ed: 
Our doctors ſay, this is no time to bleed. 
Good uncle, Cc. 


* 


Ning Richard II. Act. 1. 
X. Nich. — throw down, we bid; there is no 
Mowb. Myſelf I throw, dread Sovereign, at thy 

My life thou thalt command, but not my ſhame ; [ foot. 

The one my duty owes; but my fair name, 

(Deſpite of death, that "lives upon my grave), 

To dark diſhoncur's uſe thou ſhalt not have. 

I am diſgrac'd, impeach'd, and balled here, 

Pierc'd - the foul with ſlander's venom'd fpear : 

The which no balm can cure, but his heart-blood 


Which breath'd this poiſon. 


K. Rich. Rage muſt be withſtood : 
Give me his gage: lions make leopards tame. 
ZIEw5. Yea, but not change their ſpots: take but 
my ſhame, 
And I reſign my gage. My dear, dear Lord, 
The purc# treaſute mortal times afford, 
Is ſpotleſs reputation; that away, 
Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay. 
A jewel in a ten-tumes-barr'd up cheſt, 
Is a : bold ſpirit, in a loyal breaſt, 
Mine honour is my life, both grow in one; 
Take honour from me, and my life is done. 
Then, dear my Liege, mine honour let me try; 


In that I live, and for that will I die. 
. Rich. Couhg, throw down your gage; do you be- 


Sin. | 
Baling. Oh, heaven defend my ſoul from ſuch foul fin ! 
Shall I ſeem creſt-fall'n in my father's fight, 
Or with pale beggar face impeach my keight, - 


Before this out- dar d daſtard? Ere my tongue 


Shall wound my honour with ſuch feeble wrong, 

Or ſound fo baſe a parle, my teeth ſhall tear 

The ſlaviſh motive * of recanting fear, 

And ſpit it bleeding, in his high diigrace, 

Where ſhame doth harbour, er 'n in Mowbray's face. 


[Exit Gaunt. 
.. We were not born to ſue, but to command; 
Which fince we cannot do to make you friends, | 


Be ready, as your lives ſhall anſwer it, 
At Coventry upon Saint Lambert” s day, 
ative for inſirument, 
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Sc. 3. King Richard II. 9 
There ſhal! your ſwords and lances arbitrate 
The ſwelling diff rence of your ſettled hate: 
Since we cannot attone you, you ſhall fee 
uftice decide the victor s chivalry. 
rd Marſhal, bid our officers at arms f 
Be * to direct theſe home-alarms, FExeunts 
n. 
Cianges to the Duke Lancaſter's palace. 
Enter Gaunt, and Ducheſs of Glouceſter. 
Gaunt. Alas! the part I had in Glo'fter's blood 
Doth more folicit me than your exclaims, 
To ſtir againſt the butchers of his liſe. 
But ſince correction lieth in thoſe hands, 
Which made the fault that we cannot correct, 
Put we our quarrel to the will of Heavn; 

Who whea it fees the hours ripe on earth, 
Will rain hot vengeance on offenders” heads. 
Dach. Finds brotherhood in thee no ſharper ſpur ? 

Hath love in thy old blood no living fire ? 
Edward's fev'n fons, whereof thyſelf art one, 
Were as ſev'n vials of his facred blood; 
Or ſev'n fair branches ſpringing from one root: 
Some of thoſe ſev'n are dry d by Nature's courſe; 
Some of thoſe branches by the deft'nies cut: 
But Thomas, my dear Lord, my life, my Glo'ſter, 
(One vial full of Edward's facred blood, 
One flouriſhing branch of his moſt Royal root), 
Is crack'd, — all the precious liquor ſpilt; 
Is hack'd down, and his 2 all faded, 
By Envy's hand, and Muraer's bloody axe 
Ah, Gaunt! his blood was thine : that bed, that womb, 
That metal, that ſelf- mould that faſhion'd thee, 
Made him a man; and though thou liv'ſt and breath'ſt, 
Yet art thou flain in him; thou doſt conſent 
In fome large meaſure to thy father's death; 

In that thou ſeeſt thy wretched brother die, 

Who was the model of thy father's life. 


99 Þ GER, Gaunt, it is deſpair. 
* Meaning the relation he had to it, 


. 


In ſuff ring thus thy brother to be flaughter'd, 
Thou ſhew'f the naked path-way to thy life, 
Teaching ftern Murther how to butcher thee. 
That which in mean men we intitle patience, 
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breafts. 
What ſhall I fay ? to fafeguard thine own life, 
The beſt way is to venge my Glo'fter's death. 
Gaunt. God's is the quarrel; for God's ſubſtitute, 
His deputy anointed in his fight, 
Hath caus'd his death : the which, if wrongfully, 
Let God revenge ; for I may never lift 
An angry arm againſt his miniſter. 
Duch. Where then, alas, may I complain myſelf ? 
Gaunt. To Heav'n, the widow's champion and de- 


fence. 
Duch. Why then, I will: farewel, old Gaunt, fare- 
Thou go'ſt to Coventry, there to behold [wel. 


Our couſin Hereford and fell Mowbray fight. 

O, fit my Huſband's wrongs on Hereford's ſpear, 

That it may enter butcher Mowbray's breaſt! 

Or, if misfortune miſs the firſt career, 

Be Mowbray's fins fo heavy in his boſom, 

That they may break his foaming courſer's back, 

And throw the rider headlong in the liſts, 

A caitiff recreant to my couſin Hereford ! 

Farewel, old Gaunt; thy ſometime * brother's wife 

With her companion Grief muſt end her life. 
Gaunt. Siſter, farewel; I muſt to Coventry. 

As much good ftay with thee, as go with me ! 
Duch. Yet one word more; grief boundeth where it 


Not with the empty hollownefs, but weight: [falls, 


I take my leave before I he begun; 

For forrow ends not when it ſeemeth done. 
Commend me to my brother, Edmund York : 

Lo, this is all——nay, yet depart not fo; 

Though this be all, do not ſo quickly go: 

1 ſhall remember more. Bid him eb, what? 
With all good ſpeed at Plaſhie viſit me. 

Alack, and what ſhall good old York ſee there, 
But empty lodgings, and unfurniſh'd walls, 


* 
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Sc. 4. Ring Richard II. | 
Unpeopled offices, untrodden ſtones ? 
And what hear there for welcome, but my groans ? 
Therefore commend me. let him not come there 
To feek out ſorrow that dwells every where; 
All defolate will I from hence, and die; 
The laft leave of thee takes my weeping eye. 
[ Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. The lifts at Coventry, 
Enter the Lord Marſhal, and the Duke of Aumerle. 
Mar. My Lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford arm'd? 
Aum. Yea, at all points, and longs to enter in. 
Mar. The Duke of Norfolk, 8 and bold, 
Stays but the ſummons of th' appellant's trumpet. 
dum. Why then, the champions are prepar'd, and ſtay 
For nothing but his Majeſty's approach. [Floariſh. 


The trumpets ſcund, and the King enters with bis Ne- 


bles : when they are ſet, enter the Duke of Ner- 
Halb in arms, defendant. 


X. Rich. Marſhal, demand of yonder champion 
The cauſe of his arrival here in arms; 


Aik him his name, and orderly proceed 
To ſwear him in the juſtice of his cauſe. 
Mar. In God's name and the King's, fay who thou 
art ? [To Mowb. 
hed viy thes can't has heifhey chad in cms ? | 
Againſ what man thou com'ſt, and what thy quarrel ? 
Speak truly on thy knighthood, and thine oath, 
And ſo defend thee Heaven, and thy valour ! | 
Mowb. My name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Nor- 


Who hither come, engaged by my oath, [ folk, 
(Which Heav'n defend a knight | ould viokee . 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth, 


To God, my King, and my ſucceeding iffue, 

Againſt the Duke of Hereford, that appeals me; 
And by the grace of God, and this mine arm, 
To prove him, in defending of myſelf, 

A traitor to my God, my King, and me; 
42189 defend me Heay's! 
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Or daring-hardy, as to touch the liſts, 


And bow my knee before his Majeſty: 
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12 King Richard II. 
The trumpets found, Enter Belingbroke, appellant, 


in armour, 


K. Rich. Marſhal, aſl yonder knight in arms, 
Both who he is, and why he cometh kither, 
Thus plated in habiliments of war: 
And formally, according to our Jaw, 
Depoſe him in the juſtice of his cauſe. hither, 
Mar. What is thy name, and wherefore com'ſt thou 
Before King Richard, in his Royal liſts? [7e Boling. 
Againſt whom comeſt thou? and what's thy quarrel ? 
Speak like a true knight, ſo defend thee Hear 'n! 
Beling. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter, and Derby, 
Am I, who ready here do ſtand in arms, 
To prove, by Heav'n's grace gnd my body's valour, 
In liſts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolk, 
That he's a traitor foul and dangerous, 
To Ged of heav'n, King Richard, and to me; 
And, as I truly fight, defend me Heav'n ! 
Mar. On pain of death, no perſon be ſo bold, 


A 1. 


the Marſhal, and ſuch officers 

Appointed to direct theſe fair defigns, 

Beling. Lord Marſhal, let me 5 my Sovereign's 
8 hand, 
For Mowbray and myfelf are like two men a 
That vow a long and weary pilgrimage; 
Then let us take a ceremonious leave, 
And loving farewel, of our ſeveral friends. 


Mar. Th appellane in all duty greets — 


[T2 K. Rich. 


hand, and take his leave. 
K. Rich. We will deſcend, and fold him in our arms. 
Couſin of Hereford, as thy cauſe is right, 

be thy fortune in this Royal fight ! 
arewel, my blood ; which if to-day thou ſhed, 
Lament we may, but not revenge thee dead. 
Beling. Oh, rs ne noble oye graſene 3 regs 
For me, if I be gor'd with Mowbray's ſpear : 

As confident, as is the faulcon's flight 

Againſt a bird, do I with Mowbray fight. 

My loving Lord, I take my leave wy 


Orne ee s 


pernicious enemy, 
Rouſe up thy youthful blood, be brave, and live. 


Beling. Mine innocence God and 
Mob. ver- 


14 King Richard II. a Act 1. 
1 Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancaſter, and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his Sovereign, and himſelf, 
On pain to be found falſe and recreant, 
To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 
A traitor to his God, his King, and him ; 
And dares him to fet forward to the fight. 
2 Her, Here ſtandeth Thomas Mowbray, Duke of 
On pain to be found falſe and recreant, [Norfolk, 
Both to defend himſelf, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaſter, and Derby, 
To God, his Sovereign, and to him, diſſoyal; 
Courageouſly, and with a free deſire, 
Attending but the ſignal to begin. ¶ I charge founded. 
Mar. Sound, trumpets; and ſet forward, combatants. 
Hut ſtay, the King hath thrown his warder down. 
K. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and their 
And both return back to their chairs again: ſſpears, 
Withdraw with us, and let the trumpets found, 
While we return theſe Dukes what we decree. 
L long flouriſh ; after which the King 
[peaks to the combatants. 
Draw near; — 


And If, what with our council we have done. 

For that our kingdom's earth ſhould not be ſoil'd 
With that dear blood which it hath foſtered ; 

And for our eyes do hate the dire aſpect 

Of civil wounds plough'd up with neighbour ſwords ; 
[ And for we think, the eagle-winged pride 

Of ſcy- aſpiring and ambitious thoughts 

With rival-hating Envy ſet you on, 

To wake our peace, which in our country's cradle 
Draws the ſweet infant breath of gentle ſleep ;] 
Which thus rous' d up with boiſt' rous untun'd drums, 
And harſh-reſoundiag trumpets” dreadful bray, 

And grating ſhock of wrathful iron arms, 

Might from our quiet confines fright fair Peace, 
And make us wade even in our kindred's blood: 


The five lines incloſed within crotchets, were inſerted from the 


ſ̃irſt edition in x5 98, by Mr Pope: but inadvertently ; for they were 


afterwards omitted by Shakeſpear, as not agrecing to the reſt of the 
context; which, on reviſe, he thought fit to alter. Mr Werburton, 
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You, couſin Hereford, on pain 
Till rwice five fummers kave enrich'd our fields, 
Shall not regreet our fair dominions, 
But tread the ftranger paths of banithment. _ 
Boling. Your will be done : this muſt my comfort be, 
That fun that warms you here, ſhall ſhine on me; 
And thoſe his golden beams to you here lent, 
Shall point on me, and gild my baniſhment. 
K. Rich. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier doom, 
Which I with ſome unwillingneſs pronounce. 
The fly-flow hours ſha!l not determinate 
The datelefs limit of thy dear exile : 
The hopeleſs word, of zever ts return, 
Breathe I againſt thee, upon pain of life. 
Mowb. Thy ſentence, my moſt ſovereign Liege, 
% Ron woe en mann; | 
A dearer merit, not ſo deep a maim, 


As to be caft forth in the common air, 


Have I — 68 your Highneſs" hands. 
The language 47 ts Sree, - 
My native we Engliſh, now I muſt forego; 

„And now my tongue's uſe is to me no more, 


„ That knows no touch to tune the harmony. * 
I am too old to fawn upon a nurſe, 


Too far in years to be a pupil now : 
What is thy ſentence, then, but ſpeechleſs death, 


E Which robs my tongue from breathing native breath ? 


X. Rich. It boots thee not to be compaſſionate ; 
After our fentence, plaining comes too late. 

Mzwb. Then thus I „ ' + gp 
To dwell in folema ſhades of endleſs nig 


K. Rich. Return again, and take an ouch with ye. 


, the harmony. 
Within my mouth you have engoal'd tongue, 
Doubly port-culiis'd with my tceth oe, 5 


And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance 


Is made my goaler to attend on me. 
I am too old, Cr. 
B 2 


16 King Richard II. Ad :. 
Lay on our Royal ſword your baniſh'd hands; 
Swear by the duty that you owe to Heav'n, 
(Our part therein we baniſh with yourſelves), 
To keep the oath that we adminiſter : 
You never ihall (fo help you truth, and heav'n !) 
Embrace each other's love in baniſhment ; 
Nor ever [ook upen each other's face, 
Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile 
"3 lis low'ring tempeſt of your home-bred hate; 
Nor ever by  viſed purpoſe meet, 
To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 
'Cainft us, our ſtate, our ſubjects, or our land. 
Beling. I ſwear. 
Mawb. And I, to keep all this. 
Beling. Norfolk, ſo far, as to mine enemy 


By this time, had the King permitted us, ¶  ſolutation. 


One of our fouls had wander'd in the air, 
Baniſh'd this frail ſepulchre of our fleſh, 
As now our fleſh is banith'd from this land. 
Confeſs thy treaſons, ere thou fly this realm: 
lee hon dal he te 0s bear not along 
The clogying burthen of a guilty ſoul. 
Moaub. No, Bolingbroke ; if ever I were | 
My name be blotted from the book of life, 
And I from heav'n banith'd as from hence ! 
But what thou art, heav'n, thou, and I do know, 
And all too foon, I fear, the King ſhall rue. 
Farewel, my Liege; now no way can I ftray, 
* INOS all the world's my my way. 


SCENE 5 
X. Rich. Uncle, even in the glaſſes of thine eyes 
I ſee thy grieved heart, thy fad alpet 
Hath from the number of his banith'd years 
Pluck'd four away ; fix frozen winters ſpent, 
Return with welcome home from baniſhment. | 
Boling. How long a time lies in one little word! 
Four lagging winters and four wanton ſprings 
End in a word ; ſuch is the breath of kings. 
Gaunt, I thank my Liege, that in regard of me 
He ſhortens four years of my fon's s exile : 
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For ere the fix years that he hath to ſpend, 
My oil-dry'd lamp and time · bewaffed light 
7 rr 
My inch of taper will be burat and done, 
And blindfold death not let me fee my fon. 
K. Rich. Why, uncle ? thou haft many years to live. 
Gaunt. But not a minute, King, that thou canſt give; 
Shorten my days thou canſt with fullen forrow, 
And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow ; 
Thou canſt help Time to furrow me with age, 
But ſtop no wrinkle in his pil 
Thy word is currant with him, for my death, 
Bur dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 
X. Rich. Thy fon is banith'd upon good advice, 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave; 
Why at our juſtice ſeem'ſt thou then to low'r ? 
Gaunt. Things ſweet to taſte, prove in digeſtion ſour, 
You urg'd me as a judge ; but I had rather 
You would have bid me argue like a father. 
O, had it been a ſtranger, not my child, 
To fmooth his fault I would have been more mild. 
Alas, I lnok'd when ſome of you ſhould ſay, 
I was too ſtrict to make mine own away. 
But you gave leave to my unwilling tongue, 
Againſt my will, to do myſelf this wrong. 
A partial flander fought I to avoid, 
And in the fentence my own life deftroy'd. , 
K. Rich, Couſin, farewel ; and, uncle, bi bim ſo. 
Six years we baniſh him, and he ſhall go. [ Flonriſhe 


FF, + 7+ D EK WM 
Aum. Couſin, fare wel; what preſence muſt not know, 
From where you do remain let paper ſhow. 
Mar. My Lord, — 2 for I will ride 
As far as land will let me, by your fide. 

Gaunt, Oh, to what purpoſe doft thou hoard thy 
That thou return I no greeting to thy friends ? [ words, 
Boling. I have too few to take my leave of you, 
„*** 

3 


—— | 
Gaunt. > I grief is but thy abſence for a time. 


_ _ it a travel that thou tak ſt for pleaſure. | 


13 n 
it an in grimage, 
Gaunt. The ſullen paſſage of thy weary ſteps 
Efteem a foil, wherein thou art to fer 
The precious jewel of thy home return. 
Boling. — 222 ev'ry tedious ſtride I make 
Will but remember me, what a deal of world 
I wander from the jewels that I love. 
ROE apprenticehood 
To foreign paſſages, and in the end 
Having my freedom, boaſt of nothing elſe 
But that I was a journeyman to grief? 
Gaunt, All places that the eye of heaven viſits, 
Are to a wife man ports and happy havens. 
Teach thy neceſſity to reaſon thus: 
There is no virtue like neceſſity. 
Think not the King did baniſh thee ; 
But thou the King, Woe doth the heavier fit, 
Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 
Go fay, 1 fent thee forth to purchaſe honour ; 
e Or ſuppoſe, 
Derouring peſtilence hangs in our air, 
And thon art flying to a freſher clime. 
Look what thy foul holds dear, imagine it 
Yo hn wo ant we thaw axes 
Suppoſe the ſinging birds, muſicians; 
The graſs whereon thou tread'ft, the preſence- floor; 
The fiow'rs, fair ladies; and thy ſteps, no more 
Than a delightful meafure, or a dance. 
For gnarling Sot row hath lefs pow'r to bite 
The man that mocks at it, and ſets it light. 
Belus g. Oh, who can hold a fire in his hand, 
By thinking on the froſty Caucaſus ? 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 
By bare imagination of a feait ? 
86 
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SCENE vn. Changes to the court. 
Enter King Richard, and Bagot, &c. at one door ; and 
the Lord Aumerle, at the other. 


X. Rich. We did, indeed, obſcrve—Coufin 
How far brought you high Hereford on his way ? | 

Am. I brought high Hereford, if you call him fo, 

Bur to the next highway, and there I left him. 
K. 2 y, what ſtore of parting tears were 

Aum. Faith, none by me; except the north - eaſt 

(Which then blew bitter ly againft our faces) [ind 

Awak'd the ſleepy rheum ; and fo by chance 

Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 

K. Rich. Whar faid your coulin when you parted with 


Hum. Farewell. Caim: 
And, | for my heart diſdained that my tongue 
© the word, —_—— 


s grave. 
Marry, would the weed farewel have +” --+ 
And added years to his ſhort baniſhment, 
He ſhould have had a volume of farewels ; 
But, fince it would not, he had none of me. 

X. Rich. He is our kinſman, couſin; bur 2— 
When time {hall call him home from baniſh 
% da os the Bb 


Ourſelf, and Buſhy, Bagot here, and Green, 


King Richard 11. Ad 1. 
r. 
How he did ſeem to dive into their hearts, 
With humble and familiar courteſy; 
What reverence he did throw away on ſlaves ; 
Wooing poor craftſmen with the craft of ſmiles, 
And patient under-bearing of his fortune ; 
As *twere to baniſh their affects with him. 
Off goes his bonnet to an oyſter-wench; 
A brace of dray-men bid, God ſpeed him well! 
And had the tribute of his ſupple knee; 
With, —Thanks, my countrymen, my loving friends; 
As were our England in reverſion his, 
And he our ſubjects'“ next degree in hope. 
| Green, Well, he is gone, and with him go theſe 
thoughts. 
iam fs ths ae. which ſtand out in Ireland, 
Expedient manage muſt be made, my Liege, 
Ere further leiſure yield them further means 
For their advantage, and your Highneſs” loſs. 
X. Rich. We will ourſelf in perſon to this war; 
And, for our coffers with too great a court, 
And liberal largeſs, are grown ſomewhat light, 
We are inforc'd to farm our royal realm, 
The revenue whereof ſhall furniſh us 
For our affairs in hand; if they come ſhort, 
Our ſubſtitutes at home ſhall have blank charters 


T intreat your Majeſty 
X. Rich. Where lies he? 
Buſhy. At Ely-houſe. 


K. Rich. Now put it, dean u. in his phyſician's mind | 
To help him to his gr F 


The lning of his coffers mall make coats 
To deck our ſoldiers for theſe Iriſh wars. 
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Come, Gentlemen, let's all go viſit him. 

Pray heav's we may make baite, and come too late | 
[Exeunt. 


Gaunt brought in, fck ; «ith the Duke of York. 
mag that I may breathe 


Than they whom youth and eaſe have taught to gloſs; 
More are mens” ends mark'd, than their lives before ; 
The ſetting ſun, and muſic in the cloſe _— 
As the laſt taſte of fweets is ſweeteſt laſt ; 
Writ in remembrance, more than things long paſt ; 
Thouyh Richard my life's counſel would not hear, 
My death's fad tale may yet undeaf his car. 
Fork. Kiſs car is flags, Ec. 


+ —— with wit's regard. 
Direct not him, whoſe way himfelF will chuſe; 
'Tis breath thou lack lt, and that breath wilt thou loſe. 
_ Gaunt. Methinks, Ce. | 


uming means, ſoon preys upon itſelf. 
The royal throne of Kings, this ſcepter'd iſle, 
This earth of Majeſty, this feat of Mars, 
This other Eden, demi-paradiſe, 
This fortreſs, built by Nature for herſelf, 
infection, and the hand of war; 
happy 
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Of ranſom, bleſſed Mary's fon ; 
This land of fuch dear ſouls, this dear dear land, 


ir 
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leas'd out, (I die pronouncing it), 
2 tenement, or pelting farm. 
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Neptune, is bound in with ſhame, 
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Enter King Richard, Queen, Aumerle, Buſhy, Greens 
Bagot, Roſs, and Willoughby. - 


Tori. The King is come, deal mildly with his youth; 
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For young hot colts, being rag” 


do rage the more. 
® Duecen. How fares our uncle, Lancaſter ? 


K. Rich. What comfort, man? How is t with aged 
Gaunt ? * | 


Gaunt, WI in myſelf, but ſeeing thee too, ill. 
Thy death-bed is no leſſer than the land, 
Wherein thou lieſt in reputation fick ; 

And thou, too careleſs patient as thou art, 
Giv'f thy anointed body to the cure 

Of thoſe phyſicians that firſt wounded thee. 
A thouſand flatt'rers fit within thy crown, 


Is wy ſtrict taſt ; I mean, my childrens' looks; 
Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, 
Wheſe hollow womb inherits nought but bones. 
K. Rich. Can fick men play ſo nicely with their names 
Gaunt. No, miſery makes ſport to mock itſelf. 
Since thou doſt feek to kill my name in me, 
I] mock my name, great King, to flatter thee. 
K. Rich. Should dying men flatter thoſe that live ? 
G.unt. No, no; men living flatter thoſe that die. 
K. Rich. Thou, now a-dying, ſay ſt, thou flatter'ſt me. 
Gauit, Oh! no; thou dieff, though I ſicker be. 
15 X. Rich. I am in health, I breathe, I fee thee ill. 
Gaunt, Now, he that made me knows I ſee thee. ill. 
III in mytelf, Cc. : 
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Is it not more than ſhame to ſhame it ſo? _ 
Landlord of England art thou now, not King. 
Thy ftate of law is bondſlave to the law; 
And thou | 
K. Rich. And thou, a lunatic lean-witted fool, 
” ague” privilege, 1 


coop Bt: ance 6. toe 2 
Live in thy ſhame, but die not ſhame with thee ! 
Theſe words hereafter thy tormentors be ! 
Convey me to my bed, then to my grave : 


Love they to live, that love and honour have. 


North. My Liege, old Gaunt commends him to your 


ae * es. act et. Aa aca _ . 


Though death be poor 


Not Gaunt's rebukes, nor England's 


ſpent. 
York. Be York the next that muſt be bankrupt fo ! 
„it ends a mortal woe. 


X. Rich. The ripeſt fruit firſt falls, and fo doth he; 
His time is ſpent, our pilgrimage muſt be : 
So much for that. Now for our Iriſh wars; 
We muſt ſupplant thoſe rough rug- headed kerns, 
Which live like venom, where no venom elſe, 
But only they, have privilege to live; 

charge. 


And, for theſe affairs do aſk ſome 

Towards our we do ſeize to us 

Whereof our uncle Gaunt did ftand poſſeſs'd. 
Tart. How long ſhall I be patient! Oh, how long 

Not Glo'ſter's death, not Hereford”s baniſhment, 

ate wrongs, 

Nor the prevention of poor Bolin I 2 

Have ever made me ſow'r my patient cheek, 

Or bend one wrinkle on my Sovereign's face. 

I am the laſt of noble Edward's ſons, 

Of whom thy father, Prince of Wales, was firſt = 

In war, was never lion rag'd more fierce ; 

In peace, was never gentle lamb more mild, 

Than was that young and princely ; 

His face thou haſt, for even fo look'd he, 
\ccompliſh'd with the number of thy hours. 

But when he frown'd, it was againſt the French, 

And not againſt his friends: his noble hand 3 

Did win what he did ſpend ; and ſpent not that | 

Which his triumphant father's hand had won. 

His hands were guilty of no kindred's blood, 

But bloody with the enemies of his kin. 

Oh, Richard! York is too far gone with grief, 

Or elſe he never would compare between. | 
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ork, O my Liege 
to feize, and gripe into your hands, 
lties and a”  baniſh'd Hereford ? 


aunt dead, and doth not Hereford live ? 
not Gaunt juft, and is not Harry true? 
n 


| By his attorneys- general, to ſue 


His livery, and deny his offer d homage ; - 
You pluck a thoufand dangers on your head; 
You lofe a thouſand well-difpoſed hearts; 


And prick my tender patience io thoſe thoughts, 


Which honour and cannot think, 

. Rich. Think what you will; le — 
His plate, his goods, his money, and his lands. [hands 
York. 1'll not be by the while; my Liege, farewel : 

What will enſue hereof-there 's none can tell. 

But by bad courſes may be underſtood, 

That their events can never fall out good. [Exit. 
K. Rich. Go, Buſhy, to the Earl of Wiltſhire ſtraight, 

Bid him repair to us to Ely-houſe, 

To fee this buſineſs done: to-morrow next 

We will for Ireland; and tis time, I trow. 

And we creme, in abner of cuafebf. 

Our uw:!e York Lord-Governor of England: 

For he is juſt, ea 

Come on, our Queen ; to-morrow mult we part; 

Be merry, „** 7 [Fleariſfh, 


Exeunt King, Queen, &c. 


| oy 
Pardon me, © tow d- 
Not to be pardon'd, am content w 


9 ſeize, Cc. 
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SCENE W. 
Manent Northumberland, Willoughby, and Roſs. 


North. Well, Lords, the Duke of Lancaſter is dead. 

Refs. And living too, for now his fon is Duke. 

Wills. Barely in title, not in revenue. 

North. Richly in both, if juſtice had her right. 

Roſs . My heart is great; but it muſt break with ſilence, 
Ere 't be &burthen'd with a lib'ral rongue. | 

North. Nay, ſpeak thy mind; and let him ne'er ſpeak 
That ſpeaks thy words again to do thee harm. [more, 

il. Tends what you d fpeak to the Duke of 

If it be fo, out with it boldlv, man: [Hereford ?. 
Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him. 

Roſs. No good at all that I can do for him, 


Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. 
| North. Now, afore heav'n, it's ſhame fach wrongs 


Vila. And daily new exa&ions are devis d; 


| As blanks, benevolences, I wot not what : 


But what o God's name doth become of this? 

North, Wars have not waſted it, for warr'd he hath 
But baſely yielded upon compromiſe [not, 
That which his anceſtors atchiev'd with blows : 

More hath he ſpent in peace, than they in wars. 

Nef. The Earl of Wiltſhire hath the realm in farm. 
Ville. The King's grown bankrupt, like a broken man. 
North. Gd ed inte Kenan aver dh. 


Noe. He hath not money for theſe Iriſh wars, 
His burthenous taxations notwithſtanding), 
„66 — wa 
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North. His noble kinſman—moſt degenerate King 
Yet feek no ſhelter to avoid the ftorm : 
We fee the wind fit fore upon our fails, 
And yet we ſtrike not, but fecurely periſh. 

Roſs. We fee the very wreck that we mult ſuffer ; 
And unavoided is the danger now, 

For ſuff ring ſo the cauſes of our wreck. 

North. "Nor fo: ev'n through the hollow eyes of 
1. — but I dare not ſay Tarach 
How near the tidings of our comfort is. 

Wills. Nay, let us ſhare thy thoughts, as thou doſt ours. 
Roſs. Be confident to ſpeak, Northumberland; 
We three are but thyſelf, and ſpeaking fo, 

Thy words are but as th therefore be bold. 

Narth. Then thus, my friends. I have from Port le 
gt Duns, had intelligence, (ac, 
That Harry Hereford, Rainald Lord Cobham, 

That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, 
His brother, Archbiſhop late of Canterbury, 
Sir Thomas i Jobs 


Al dick well Rraik'd by the Dake of Bretagne, 

With eight tall ſhips, three thouſand men of war, 

Are making hither with all due expedience, | 

And ſhortly mean to touch our Northern ſhore ; 

they had ere this, but that they ſtay 

The firſt departing of the King for Ireland. 

Tf then we ſhall ſhake off aur flaviſh yoke, 

Imp out our drooping country's broken wing, 

Redeem from broking pawn the blemiſh'd crown, 

Wipe off the duſt that hides our ſceptre's gilt, 

And: make high majeſty look like itſelf; 

Away with me in poſt to Ravenſpurg. 

But if you faint, as fearing to do fo, 

Stay, and be ſecret, and myſelf will go. _ (fear. 

Refs. To horſe, to horſe; urge doubts to them that 

Mille. Hold out my horſe, and I will firſt be there. 
FExeuzt. 


— 


Sc. 5. 
SC EN E V. The court. 

Enter Queen, Buſhy, and Bagot. 

_ Buſhy. Madam, yy ny ms tes ot: 

You promis'd, when you parted King, 

To lay afide felf-harming heavineſs, 

And entertain a chearful diſpoſition. 
Ducen. To pleaſe the King, 13 wo gate mate, 

I cannot do it. Yet I know no caufe 

Why I ſhould welcome fuch a gueſt as grief; 

Save bidding farewel to ſo ſweet a gueit 

As my ſweet Richard: yet again, methinks, 

Some unborn forrow, ripe in Fortune's womb, 

Is coming tow'rd me; and my inward foul 

With trembles, yet at nothing 

—— „ 

Buſby. Each fubſtance of a grief hath twenty ſhadows, 
Which ſhew like grief itſelf, but are not fo. 

For Sorrow's eye, glaz'd with blinding tears, 


King Richard Wl. 


Looking awry-upon your Lord's departure, 
Finds ſhapes of grief, more than himſelf, to wail ; 
Whach look'd on, as it is, is nought but ſhadows 
Of what it is not. Gracious Queen, then weep not 
More than ycur Lord's departure; more s not ſeen : 
Orif it de is with falfe Sorrow's exe, 
Which, for things true, weeps things imaginary. 

Queen. It maj beſo; br my inward foul 
* howe er it be, 
I cannot but be fad; fo heavy-ſad ®, 

Buſhy. TI 7s nothing bur conceit, my 

Qucen. Tis nothing leſs ; conceit is Rill deriv'd 
From ſome forefather grief : mine is not ſof; 


* —— ſo heavy-ſfad, 

As though, on thinking, on no thought I think, 

Makes me with heavy nothing taint and ſhrink. 
Fufby. Lis nothing, Cc. 

mine is not fo; 


+ 
—— 
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SCENE VI. Ester Green. 


Green, Heav'n fave Majeſty ! and well 
—_— _ 


1 hope the King is not yet ſhipp'd for Ireland. | 
_ OQneen. Why hop'ſt thou fo? 'tis better hope he is: 
For his defigns crave haſte, his haſte good 
Then wherefore doſt thou hope he is not ſhipp'd ? 

Green. That he, 8 retir'd his 
And driv'n into N | [power; 
Who ſtrongly ded te Grade ie Be 
— Bolingbroke reveals bimketf 
And with uplifted arms is ſafe arriv'd 
At Ra 

Luecen. Now God in hear 'n forbid ! 

Green. O, Madam, tis too true; and what is worſe, 
The Lord Northumberland, his young ſon Percy, | 
The Lords of Rofs, Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all their pow'rful friends, are fled to him. 
Du - Why bare you not Proclaim d Northumberland, 

2 — traitors ? 

Green. We have: wherconthe Earlof Worceter 
Hath broke his ſtaff, reſign'd his 
And all the houlbali-ſerramts fled with him | 

0 

Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife of ; 
And Bolingbroke my Sorrow's diſmal heir. don 
New hath wy fout brought ford her prodigy, | 
And I, a gafping new-deliver'd mother, 
Have woe to woe, forrow to ſorrow join d. 
Buſby. Deſpair not, Madam. 
* Dueen. Who ſhall hinder me? 
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| hath the 
"Tis in av tray ng 
Rut what it is, that inner yer known, what 
k cannot name, "tis nameleſs wee,. I wot. 
SCENE, s. 


Sc. 7. King Richard II. E 
SCENE VI. Ester York. 
Green. Here comes the Duke of York. 
Queen. Wich ſigns of war about his aged neck; 
Oh, full of careful buſineſs are his looks ! 
Uncle, for heav'n's fake, comfortable words. 
Teri. Should I do fo, I ſhould bely my thoughts; 
Comfort s in heav'n, and we are on the earth, 
Where nothing lives but eroſſes, care, and grief. 
Your huſband he is gone to fave far off, 
Whulft others come to make him loſe at home. 
Here am I left to underprop this land; 
Who, weak with age, cannot fupport myſelf. 
Now comes the ſick hour, that his furfeit made; 
Now hall he wy his fricads that Sancr'd him. 
Enter a Servant. 
Serv. My Lord, your fon was wan gene . — 
Terk. He was; why, fo, go all which way it will! 
The Nobles they are fled, the Commons cold, 
And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford's fide. 
Get thee to Plaſhie, 2 
Bid her ſend preſently a thouſand pound: 
Hold, take my ring 
Serv. My Lord, I had : 4 
Lat to-day I came by, and call'd there; a | 
But I ſhall grieve you to report the reſt. 
York, What is t? 
Serv. An hour before I came the Dacheſs dy'd. 
York. Heav'n for his mercy, what a tide of woes 
Come ruſhing on this woful land at once ! 
I know not what to do: I would to heav'n 
So my untruth had not provok'd him to it) 
What, are there poſts difpatch'd for Ireland? 
— |; pom | 
Dome, (couſin, I would fay), pray, pardon me. 
Go, fellow, get thee home, provide ide ſome carts, 
[Ts the ſervant 


And bring away the armour that is there. 
Gentlemen, will you go and muſter men ? 
If I know how to order theſe 


again 
My kinſman is, one wham the King hath wrong'd ; 
Whom conſcience and my kindred bids to right. 
Well, ſomewhat we muſt do : come, couſin, I'll 


But time will not permit. All is uneven, 
And every thing is left at fix and ſeven. 
[Exeunt York and Queen. 


SCENE VII. 


Buſhy. The wind fits fair for news to go to Ireland, 
But none returns; for us 20 levy power, 


— — 


Green. — our nearneſs to the King in love, 
Is near the hate of thoſe love not the King. 

Bagat. And that's the wav ring Commons; for their 
Lies in their purſes; and who empties them, [love 
By fo much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 

Buſhy. Wherein the King ſtands condemn'd. 

Bagot. If judgment lie in them, then ſo do we; 
Becauſe we have been ever near the King. 

Green. Well; 1 h for refuge ſtraight to Briſtol caſtle; 
: The Earl of Wiltſhire is already there. 

Buſby. Thither will I with you; for little office 
The hateful Commons will perform for us; 

Except, like curs, to tear us all in pieces. 

Will you go with us? 

Bagot. No: I'll to Ireland to his Majeſty. 


Farewel : if heart's preſages be not vain, 

We three here part, that ne'er ſhall meet again. 

Du. That's as York thrives, to beat back Boling- 
broke. 


Buſby. Farewel at once, for ence, for al, and eber. 
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Green, Well, we may meet again. 
Bagot. | fear me, never. | [Exeunt. 


SCENE H. 
Changes to a wild proſpect in Glouceſterſhire. 
Enter Bolingbroke and Northumberland. 


Bling. How far is it, my Lord, to Berkley now? 
North. I am a ftranger here in Glo'fterſhire : 


By fight of what L have, your noble company. 
Boling. Of much lefs value is my company, 
Than your good words. en: ; 


Enter Percy. 


Neri. It is my fon, young Harry Percy, 
Sent from my brother Worceſter. Whenceſoever, 


Harry, how fares your uncle ? 
Percy. I thought, my Lord, t' have learn'd his health 
North, Why, is he not with the Queen? [of you, 
Percy. No, my good Lord, he hath forſook the court, 

Broken his ſtaff of, office, and diſpers d 

The kouſhold of the King. 


North. What was his reafon ? 


5 po} her pig 5 wh to diſcover 
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What pow'r the Duke of York hath levy'd there; 
Then with directions to repair to Ravenſpurg. 

North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, boy ? 

Percy. No, my good Lord; for that is not forgot, 
Which ne'er I did remember; tomy knowledge, 
I never in my life did look on him. 

North. Then learn to know him now; this is the Duke. 

Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my ſervice, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young, 
Which elder days thall ripen and confirm 
To more approved ſervice and deſert. 

Boling. I thank thee, gentle Percy; and be ſure, 
I count myſelf in nothing elſe fo happy, 
As in a foul rememb'ring my good friends ; 
And as my fortune ripens with thy love, 
It ſhall be ſtill thy true love's recompence. 
My heart this cov'nant makes, my hand thus ſcals it. 
Narth. How far is it to Berkley? and what ſtir 
| Keeps good old York there with his men of war? 
Percy. There ſtands the caſtle by yond tuft of trees, 
Mann'd with three hundred mes, as | have heard ; 

in it are the Lords, York, Berkley, Seymour; 

None elſe of name and noble eſtimate. 


Enter Roſs and Willoughby. 
North. Here come the Lords of Roſs and Will, 4 


Bling. Welcome, my Lords; I wot, your love purſues 


A baniſh'd traitor ; all my treaſury 
Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich'd, 
Shall be your love and labour's 


| Refs. Your preſence makes us rich, moſt noble Lord. 


Villa. And far furmounts our labour to attain it. 

Beling. Evermore, thanks; (th 
Which, till my infant-fortune 
Stands for my bounty. But who now comes here ? 


comes to years, [poor} 


<< a a 1 1 
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And I muſt find that title in your tongue, 
Before I make reply to aught you lay. 

Berk. Miſtake me not, my Lord; tis not my meaning 
To raze one title of your honour out. 
To you, my Lord, I come, (what Lord you will), 
From the moſt glorious of this land, 
The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on 
To take advantage of the abſent * time, 
þ ay pms. pang» of HEY 


SCENE X. Eater York. 


| Beling. I ſhall nor nel) wankzant my weeds by you. 
Here comes his Grace in perſon. Noble uncle 
[ Kneels. 


Tord. Shew me thy humble heart, and not thy knee, 
Whoſe duty is deceivable and falfe. 


Boling. My gracious uncle! 
York, Tut, a Grace me no grace, nor uncle me 
no uncle : : 
I am no traitor's uncle; and that word Grace, 
In an ungracious mouth, is but 
Why have thoſe baniſh'd and forbidden | | 
——— 7 Bid ground? F 
But more than, —why, why, have they dard to march 
So many miles upon her boſom, 
Frighting ker pale-fac'd villages with war, 
And oſtentation of di arms ? 
Com i thou becauſe ! anointed King is hence ? 
Why, fooliſh boy, the King is left behind; 
And in my loyal boſom lies his power. 
Woe Heron ett ef fthes 
As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and myſelf 
Reſcu'd the Black Prince, that young Mars of men, 
From forth the ranks of many thouſand French; 
Oh! then, how quickly ſhould this arm of mine, 
8 chaſtiſe thee, 
And miniſter correction to thy fault. | 
Beling. My gracious uncle, let me know my fault; 
On what condition ſtands it, and wherein? 
_ 's is canis ef the wer Grgrer, 
In groſs rebellion, and deteſted treaſon. 


2 


In braving arms againſt thy 
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Thou art a baniſh'd man, — 


Before the of thy time, 
ſovereign. 
As I was baniſh d, I was baniſh d Hereford : 


Baling 


But as I come, I come for Lancaſter. 


my 
Will you permit that I ſhall ſtand condemn'd 


A wand'ring vagabond ; my rights and royalties 


Pluck'd from my arms and giv'n away 
To upſtart unthrifts ? Wherefore was 1 born? 

If that my couſin King be King of England, 4 
It muſt be I am Duke of Lancaſter. 


Tou have a fon, Aumerle, my noble kinſman. 
Had you firſt dy'd, nd dds thus trod down, 


He ſhould have found his uncle Gaunt a father, 


To rouſe his wrongs, and chaſe them to the bay. 


I am de. yd to fue my livery here, 

And yet my letters patents give me leave. 

My father's goods are all diftrain'd and fold, 

And theſe, and all, are all amiſs empl 

What would you have me do? I am a fubject, 

And challenge law ; n 

And therefore perſonally I lay my claim 

To mine inheritance of free deſcent. 
North. The noble Duke hath been too much abus d. 
Roſs. It ſtands your. Grace upon to-do him right. 
Villa. Baſe men by his endowments are made great. 
York. My Lords of England, let me tell you this, 

I have had feeling of my couſin's wrongs, 

And labour'd all i could to do him right.” 

Burt, in this kind, to come in braving arms, 

Be his own carver, and cut out his way, 

To find out right with wrongs, it may not be; 

And you that do abet him in this kind, 

Cheriſh rebellion, and are rebels all. . 
North. The noble Duke hath ſworn, his coming is 

But for his own; and, for the right of that, 

We all have ftrongly ſworn to give him aid; 

And let him ne er ſce joy that breaks that oath. 


CENE XII. I Vale. 

Cap. My Lord of Saliſbury, we have ſtaid ten days, 
And yet 0 ti from the King: | 
"Therefore we will diſpe 8 Farewel, 
Salif. Stay yet another thou truſty Welchman ; 
The Ring revolech all bis wrt im thee. 

Cap. 'Tis thought the King is dead: we will not tay. 
The bay-trees in our cou all are wither'd, 
„% And meteors fright the ſtars of heav'n; 

pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth, 
And lean-look'd prophets whiſper fearful change. 

Rich men look fad, and ruffians dance and leap: „ 
The ene, in fear to loſe what they enjoy; MEWS 
Thy other, in hope 1 enjoy by rage and war. | 
Farewel; our countrymen afe gone and fied, | 
9 CN CURING their King is dead. FExit. 

CL, * | | 


E 


Enter Bakeghroke, York, Northumberland, Roſs, Percy, 


Baling. 


. 
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al > had.) ohh of heavy mind, 

1 fee ow. the © Gnas in, 

„„ 


Thy ſun ſets weeping in the lowly weſt, 
Witneſſing ſtorms to come, woe, and unreſt : 


Willoughby, with Buſhy and Green priſoners. 
Ring forth theſe men. 


(Since preſently your ſouls muſt part your bodies) 
Wirth too much urging your permctous lives; 
For twere no charity: yet to waſh your blood 
From off my hands, here, in the view of men, 
J will unfold fume cauſes of your deaths. 

You have miſled a Prince, a royal King, 

A happy gentleman in blood and 


By you unhappy'd, and disfigur d clean. 
You have, in manner, with your ſinful hours 


Made a divorce hetwixt his and him; 
Broke the poſſeſſion of a royal bed, 
And ſtain d the beauty of a fair Queen's cheeks 


With tears drawn from her eyes, 


foul wrongs. 
Myſelf, a Prince, ang docks gr Jo = 5 


Near to the King in blood, (and near in love, 


Till you did make him miſinterpret me), 
Have ſtoop'd my neck under your injuries, 


And sich d my Engliſh breath in foreign clouds, 


Eating the bitter bread of bamihinent ; 

While you have fed upon my figniories ; 
Piſpark'd my parks, and fell'd my foreſt-woods ; 
From mine own windows torn my coat, 
Raz'd ent my imprefs; leaving me 20 fign, 

Save mens” opinions, and my living blood, 

Te hew the world I am a gentleman, 


Buthy and Green, I wil! not vex your ſouls 


-—. ae WW uy * 


This, and much more, much more than twice all this, 
Condemns you to the death. See them deliver'd 


I' execution, and the hand of death. 


| ys yr Northumberland, fee them diſpatch'd. 

Uncle, you fay the is at your houſe; 

For heav'n's ſake, fairly let her be intreated. 

Tell her, I fend to her my kind commends ; 

Take ſpecial care my greetings be deliver'd. 
Tork.. A gentleman of mine I have diſpatch'd 
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l Guard it, I pr'ythee, with a lurking adder ; 
| np oo ro Sonnets gaps Lo pI 


Throw death upon thy ſorereign's enemics. 

Mock not my fenſelefs conjuration, Lords: 

This earth thall haze a feeling ; and theſe ſtones 

Prove armed ſoldiers, ere her native King 
| Shall faulter under foul rebellious arms. | 
, Carl. Fear not, my Lord; that pow'r that made | | 
[ you King, | 
* Fath pow'r to keep you King, in ſpight of all. 1 
| 5 The means that heav'n yields muit be embrac'd, | 
| And not neglected: elſe if heaven would, | 
1 And we would not heav'n's offer, we refuſe 


L The proffer'd means of fuccour and redreſs. | 
| Aum. He means, my Lord, that we are too remiſs; | 
. Whilik Bolingbroke, through our ſecurity, . | 
4 Grows ſtrong and in fubſtance and in 


great, in power. 
4 KX. Rich. Diſcomfortable couſin, know ſt thou not, 
| *© That when the fearching eye of heav'n is hid 
1 « Behind the globe, and lights the lower world; | 


| *« The cloak af night being pluck d from off their 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themſelyes,” | 
1 $9 when this thicf, this traitor Bal: ogbroce, | a 
. Who ali tis while hath revell d in the night, | | 


"ll Whilt we were wand' ring with ch' antipodes, = 1 
[ Shall fee us —_—  _ 3; | 
K His treaſons fit bluſhing in his face, 
| Not able to endure the fight of day; 1 
But, ſelf.affrighted, tremble at bis ſin. 0 
K Not all the water in the rough rude fea 
* Can waſh the balm from an anointed King; C 
'$ The breath of worldly men cannot depo + 


bt. For every man that Bolingbroke hath preſs d, 
. To lift ſharp ſteel againſt our golden crown. 
| Hevn for his Richard bath in heav'nly pay 


i Li »Þ» 


The deputy elected by the Lord. 


King Richard II. 4x | 
A glorious angel; then if angels fight, 

Weak men mult fall, for heav'n ſtill guards the right. q 
SCENE III. Exter Saliſbury. | |: 


Arm, arm, my name; a puny ſubject ſtrikes 
At thy great glory. Look not to the ground, 
Ye fav'rites of a King! are we not high? _ 


High be our rhoughts. I know my uncle Yor 
Hath pow'r to ferve our turn. But who comes here ? 
SCENE IV. Enter Scroop. 
Screcp. More health and happinefs betide my Liege, | 
Than can my care-tun'd tongue deliver him ! " 
K. Rich. Mine ear is open, and my heart prepar'd : | 
The worit is worldly loſs thou canſt unfold. 
Say, is my kingdom lott? why, twas my care; 
—— — and they are fled. 
And till fo much blood thitker come again, 
Have I not reaſon to look pale, and dead2 
All fouls, cc. 
D 3 
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Upon their ſpotted fouls for this offence ? 


Act 111. 
And what loſs is it, to be rid of care? | 
Stripes Bolingbroke to be as great as we? 
Greater he ſhall not be; if he ſerve God, 


We'll ferve him too, and be his fellow ſo. 


Revolt our fubjefts ? that we cannot mend; 

They break their fanh to God, as well as us. 

Cry, woe, deſtruction, ruin, loſs, decay; 

The worſt is death, and death will have his day. 
Scree. Glad am I that your Highneſs is fo arm's 

To bear the ridings of calamity. 

Like an unſeaſonable ſtormy day, 

„ 

As if the world were all diſſolv d to tears; 

So high above his limits ſwells the rage 

Of Bolingbroke, cov ring your fearful land 


With hard bright ſteel, and hearts more hard than ftec?. 


White beards have arm'd their thin and hairleſs fcalys 
Againſt thy Majeſty ; boys with womens” voices 
Strive to big, and claſp their female joints 
In ſtiff unwieldy arms, againſt thy crown. 
Thy very beadſmen learn to bend their bows 
Of double-fatal yew *, againſt thy ftate; 
Yea, diſtaff- women manage ruſty bills. 
Againft thy feat both young and old rebel, 
And all goes worſe than I have pow'r to tell. 
X. Rich. Too well, too well, thou tell'ſt a tale fo itt. 


| Whereis the Earl of Wikſhire? where is he got: 


What is become of Buſhy ? where is Green ? 

That they have let the dang'rous enemy 
Meafure our confines with fuch peaceful ſteps? 

If we prevail, their heads ſhall pay for it. 

I warrant they ve made peace with Bolingbroke. - 

_ Scrogp. Peace they have made with him, indeed, my 


X. Fich. © villas, . 
Dogs, caſily won to fawn on any man! 
Snakes in my heart - blood warm'd, Wo 
Three Judaſes, each one thrice worſe chan Judas ! 
Would they make peace? terrible hell war 


Called fo, becauſe the leaves of the are poiſun, and 
— for inſtruments of death, Gs 


| 
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is the Duke my father, with his power ? 
Rich. No matter where; of comfort no man ſpeak, 
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What fay you 


King Richard Wl. Aa .. 
Taſte need friends, like you: ſubjected thus, | 
nn 
Lord, wiſe men ne er wail their preſent woes, 
vent the ways to wail. 


you now ? what comfort have we now ? | 
By heav'n I'll hate ham everlaſtingly, 4 
That bids me be of comfort any more. | 13 
Go to Flint -caſtle, — fps 22 


A King, woe's flave, ſhall kingly woe obey e 


* againſt yourſelf. 
Fear, ind be bin; no worie can come from fight; 
And fight and die, is death deſtroying death : 
Where — TEL ys death ſervile breath. 


a power, inquire of him, 


n 


K. Rich. Thou chid'ſt me, Cc. 


11 


| To change blows with thee, for our dzy of doom > 


This ague-fit of fear is overblown; 
An eafy talk it is to win our own. 


Say, Scroop, Cc. 
with his 


power ? 
2 man arhough thy looks befor 
mp vien lexion of the 
1 = 
che. | 
oy n—_ but a heavirr tale to ſay. 
x play — | '£L£ 


— King Richard II. 45 
That pow'r I have, diſcharge; and let em go 
To ear * the land, that hath ſome hope to grow: 
For I have none. Let no man ſpeak again 
To alter this, for cuunſel is but vain. 

Aum, My Liege, one word. 

K. Rich. He docs me double wrong, 
That wounds me with the flatt'ries of his tongue. 
Diſcharge my fullowers : kt them hence, away, 
From Richard's night to Bolingbicke's fair day. 

| [Exeunt. 


SCENE V. Bolingbrehe's camp near Flint. 


Enter with drum and colours, Bolingbroke, York, 
Northumberland, and .1ttendants. 


Bolirg. So that by this intelligence we learn 


Would you have been fo brief with 

Have been ſo brief with you, to — Bn 

For taking fo the head, the whole head's length. 
Boling. Miſtake not, uncle, farthe 


_ RY 
Teri. Take not, good coulin, farther than you ſhould, 


Left you miſtake; the heav'ns are o'er your head. 
Baling. I know it, uncle, nor oppoſe myſelf 
Againſt their will. But who comes here ? 


Enter Percy. | 
Welcome, Harry; what, will not this caſtle vield ? 
Percy. The caſtle royally is mann'd, my Lord, 
Againſt your entrance. 
Beling. Royally ? vgs & cunts 09 Weg 
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Se. 6. King Richard II. 
SCENE VL 
Parle without, and anfewer within; then a \ 


Enter, on the walls, King Richard, the Biſhop of 
Carliſle, Aumerle, Scroop, and Saliſbury. „ 


York. See! fee! King Richard doth himſelf appear, 
« As doth the bluſhing diſcontented fun, 
& From out the fiery portal of the eaſt, | 
« When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
« To dim his glory; and to ſtain the tract | 
„ Of his bright paſſage to the occident.“ 
Yer looks he like a King: behold his eye, 
As bright as is the eagle's, lightens forth 
Controlling majeſty ! alack, for woe, 
That any harm ſhould ſtain fo fair a ſhow ! 
K. Rich. We are amaz'd, and thus long have we ſtood 
To watch the fearful bending, of thy knee 


« [To North. 
Becauſe we thought ourſelf thy lawful King; 


joints forget 
r preſence ? 


47 


Your children yet unborn, and unbegot, 


— 


his coming — — 


His glitt'ring arms he will commend to ruſt; 


Fs barked ceds to tables ; and] his heart 


K. Rich. Northumberland, ſay, thus the King returns: 
His noble couſin is right welcome hither, 
And all the number of his fair demands 


Shall be accompliſh'd without contradiction. 
With all the gracicus utterance thou hait, 

Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. 
We do debaſe ourſelf, couſin, do we not, [To Aum. 


To look fo poorly, and to ſpeak fo fair? 
Shall we call back Saba, and ſend 


; Defiance to the traitor, and fo die? 


Aum. No, good my Lord, let's fight with wand. 
Till time lend friends, and friends their delpful ſwords. 
X. Rich. Oh God, oh God! that &er this tongue of 
That lid the ſentence of dread baniſhmeat [mine, 
On yond proud man, ſhoald take it off aga'n 
Wich words of ſooth; oh that I were as gr. at 
As is my grief, vor leſſer than my name ! 


Or that wn could forget whit I have beg, 


Ot not remember what 1 muſt be now ! 


* 8 


My ſceptre for a palmer's walking; ſtaff; 


| Give Richard leave to five till Richard die ? 
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Swell thou, proud heart ? I'll give thee ſcope to beat, 

Since foes have ſcope to beat both thee and me. 4 
um. Northumberland comes back from Bolingbroke. 
X. Rich. What muſt the King do now? muit he ſub- | 

The King ſhall do it: muſt he be depos d? mit? 

The King ſhall be contented: mutt he loſe 

The name of King? of God's name let it go. 

I'll give my jewels for a fet of beads ; 

My gorgeous palace for a hermitage; 

My gay apparel for an alms-man's gown ; 

My ngur d goblets for a diſh of wood; 


My ſubjects for a pair of carved faints ; 

* large kingdom for a little grave ; 

A little, little grave ;——an obſcure grave. 

Or I'll be bury'd in the King's highway; 

Some way of common tread, where ſubjects“ feet 
DD — 


Or ſhell we play the wantens wind cur woes, 

And make ſome pretty match with ſhedding tears? 
As thus, to drop them ſtill upon one place, 
Till they have fretted us a pair of graves ? 

Moſt mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland, 
What fays King Bolingbroke ? will his Majeſty 


You make a league, and Bolingbroke fays, Ay. 
North. My Lord, in the baſe court he doth attend 
To ſpeak with you, 35 you 1 cume dawn. 


* Sovereign's head: | 1 
Far on my heart they tread now, whilſt I live ; | 
And, bury d once, wh not upon my head? | | 
Aumerle, — 2 55 | 

| ——— pair of graves | 
Within the earth; and therein Lid, there lies 4 
Two kinſmen, d their graves with weeping eyes? 4 
Would not this i r | 1 
I talk but idly, and you mock at me. 4 
Moſt mighty Prince, Cc. 


Vor IV. „ 
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K. Rich. e Fs. 
Wanting the manage of 
 _ Boling. What fays his Maj 
e 


North. 
Makes him ſpeak fondly, like a frantic man; 


Yet is he come. * 
Bo Stand all apart, 
Act hen Gi ery wee Majeſty. 
My gracious Lord _[Mfneehs. 
K. Rich. Fair couſin, — ___—_— 
To axis 06 er- 
Me rather had my heart might feel your 
n * 

Boling. My gracious Lord, I come but for mine own. 
K. Rich. Your on is your's, and I am your's, and all. 
| - Ss far be mine, my moſt redoubted Lord, 
As my true ſervice ſhall deſerve your love. 
K. Rich. Well you deſerve: — r_ 
That know the ftrong'| and ſureſt way to get. 
Uncle, — — Fo Yer. 
Ss nr too os ns es 
Couſin, I am too young to be your father, [To Boling. 
Though you are old enough to be my heir. 
What you will have I III give, — — 
For do we muſt what force will have us do. 
Set on towards London. Couſin, is it fo ? 

Beling. Yea, my good Lord. 

K. Rich. Then I muſt not fay, No. [ Flourifh. Excunt. 


8 CEN E VI. A garden in the Queen's court. 
Enter Queen and two Ladies. 


. 


Uy, couſin, vp; your hear is up, I know, | 
Thus i2þ at leaſt, n 
Boliug. My gracious Lord, &c. 


/ 
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play at bowls. 


Queen. "Twill make me think the world is full of 


| at My legs can keep no meaſure in delight, 


When my poor heart no meaſure keeps in grief. 

Therefore no dancing, girl; fome other ſport. 
Lady. Madam, we'll tell tales. 
Queen. Of forrow, or of joy? 
Lady. Of either, Madam. 


for every one doth fo, 
inſt a change; woe is fore-run with mocks. 
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The ſoil's fertility from v holſome flowers. 
Serv. Why ſhould we, in the compaſs of a pale, 
Keep law, — form, and due proportion, 

hewing, as in a model, a ſirm ſtate; 
When our ſea-walled garden the whole land) 
Is full of weeds, her faireſt flowers choak'd up, 
Her fruit-trees all unprun'd, her hedges ruin'd, 
Her knots diforder'd, and her wholſome berbs 
Swarming with caterpillars ? 

Gard. Hold thy peace. 


He that hath ſuffer'd this diforder'd 


Hath now himſelf met with the fall of leaf: 
The weeds that his broad- ſpreading leaves did ſhelter, 


(That feem'd, in eating him, to hold him up), 


Are pull'd up, root and all, by Bolingbroke ; 
I mean, the Earl of Wiltſhire, Buſhy, Green. 
Serv. What, are they dead ? 
Gard. They are, 
And Bolingbroke hath ſciz'd the waſteful King. 
What pity is t, that he had not fo trimm'd 
And dreſs d his land, as we this garden dreſs, 
And wound the bark, the ſkin, of our fruit-trees, 
Lef, being over proud with fap and blood, 
With too much riches, it confound itfelf ? 
Had he done fo to great and growing men, 
They might have liv'd to bear, and he to taſte 
Their fruits of duty. All fuperfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing buughs may live: 
Had he done fo, himſelf had borne the crown, 
Which waſte and idle hours have quite thrown down. 


Serv. What, think you then the King ſhall be de- 
Gard. Depreis'd he is already; and depos'd, [pos'd? 


Tis doubted, he will be. Letters laſt night 
Came to a dear friend of the Duke of York, 


Thar tell black ridings. [ ſpeaking : 
Pneen. Oh, I am preſs'd to death, through want of 


Thou Adam's kkeneſs, ſet to dreſs this mois, 
How dares thy tongue found this unpleaſing news? 


What Eve, what ſerpent hath ſuggeſted. thee, 


To make a ſecond fall of curfed man ? 
Why doſt thou fay, King Richard is depos'd ? 
Dar ſt thou (thou 12 better thing than earth) 


. A -m ae. Aw. a 


| Come, Ladies, go; 

To meet, at London, London's King in woe. 

What, was I born to this! that my fad look 

Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke ! 

Gardner, for telling me theſe news of woe, 

I would the plants thou graft'ſt may never grow. 

| | [Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 
Gard. Poor Queen, ſo that thy ſtate might be no worſe, 

I would my ſkill were ſubject to thy curſe. 

Here did ſhe drop a tear ; here, in this place, 

I'I ſet a bank of rue, four herb of grace ; 

Rue, ev'n for ruth, . 

In the remembrance of a weeping Queen. 

LEx. Gard. and Serv. 
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Re 


EDT . SCnW RS 5 
In London. 


Enter, as te the parliament. Bolingbroke, Aumerle, 

Northumberland, Percy, Fitzwater, Surrey, Biſhop 
of Carliſle, Abbot of Weitmialter, Herald, Gffcers, 
and Baget. 


Baling. All Bagot forth. Now freelv f mind. 
85 B N 3 
ain 

Who wronght it with the King, and who perform'd 

The bloody office of his timelefs * end. 
Bagot. Then ſet before my face the Lord Aumerle. 
Bol. ug. Couſin, ſtand forth, and look upon that man. 
Bagel. My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring tongue 

Scorns to unfay what it hath once dehrer'd. 

In that dead time when Clo ſter's death was 

1 heard you fay, Is not my arm of length, 

That reacherth from the reſtful Engliſh court, 

As far as Calais to my uncle's head? 

Amongſt much other talk, that very time, 

J heard you fay, You rather had refuſe 

The offer of an hundred thouſand crowns, 

Than Bolingbroke return to England ; adding, 

How bleſs'd this land would be in this r 
Aum. Princes, and Noble Lords, [death. 


What anſwer ſhall I make to this baſe man ? 


Shall I fo much diſhonour my fair ſtem, 
On equal terms to give him chaſtiſement? 


Either I muſt, or have mine honour foil'd 


With the attainder of his fland'rous lips. 
There is my gage, the manual ſeal of death, 
That marks thee out for hell. Thou lyeſt; 
And I'll maintain what thou haſt faid is falſe, 


In thy heart-blood, though being all too baſe 


To ſtain the * of my knightly ſword. 


Boling. Bagot, forbear; thou ſhalt not take it 
Aum. Excepting one, i would he were the = 


bar me ſo. 
®* timeleſs, for untimely. 


Sc. 1. King Richard II. 


Fitzw. If that thy valour fand on ſympathies, 

There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine, 

By that fair fun, that ſhews me where thou 

I heard thee fay, and vauntingly thou ſpak ſt it, 

That thou wert cauſe of Noble Glo ſter's death. 

If thou deny ſt it, twenty times thou lyeſt ; 

And I will turn thy falſehood to thy heart, 

Where it was forged, with my rapier's point. 
Aum, Thou dat ſt not, coward, live to fee the day. 
Fitzww. Now, by my foul, I would it were this hour. 
Aum. Fitzwater, thou art damn'd to hell for this. 
Percy. Aumerle, thou lyeſt; his honour is as true, 

In this appeal, as thou art all unjuſt; 

And that thou art fo, there I throw my gage 

To prove it on thee, to th extremeſt point 

Of mortal breathing. Seize it, if thou dar'ſt. 
Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off, 

And never brandiſh more revengeful ſteel 

Over the glittering helmet of my foe ! 

Who ſets me elſe by Heav'n, I'll throw at all. 

J have a thoufand ſpirits in my breaſt, 

To anſwer twenty thouſand ſuch as you. 
Surrey. My Lord Fitzwater, I remember well 

The very time Aumerle and you did talk. 
Fitzw. My Lord, dis true: you were in preſence 

And you can witneſs with me this is true. [then ; 
Surrey. As falſe, by heav'n, as heay'n itſelf is true. 
| Fitz. Surrey, thou lyeſt. 
Surrey. Diſhonou 

That lye ſhall le fo heavy on my ſword, 

That it ſhall render v and reveuge, 

Till thou the lye-giver, and that lye, reſt 

In earth as quiet as thy father's ſcull. | 

In. proof whereof, there is mine honour's pawn ; 

Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'it. 
Fitzw, How fondly doſt thou ſpur a forward horſe ? 

Tf I dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or live, 

I dare meet Surrey in a wilderneſs, 

And ſpit upon him, whilft I fay he lyes, 

nn. there is my bond of faith, 

To tie thee to my ſtrong correction. 

As I intend to thrive in this new world, 
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Of Noble Richard; then true nobleneſs would 
Lexee hie forkenrance from fo foul a wang. 
What ſubject can give ſentence on his King? 
And who fits here that is not Richard's ſubject? 
Thieves are not judg'd, but they are by to hear, 
Although apparent guilt be ſeen in them. 
And thall the figure of God's Majeſty, 
His Captain, Steward, Deputy elect, 
Anointed, crown'd, and planted many years, 
Be judg'd by fubje& and inferior breath, 
And he himſelf not preſent! Oh, forbid it! 
That, in a Chriſtian —_ ſouls refin'd 
Should ſhew fo hcinous, black, obſcene a deed. 
I ſpeak to ſubjects, and a ſubject ſpeaks, 
Stirr'd up by tleav'n, thus boldly for his King. 
My Lord of Hereford here, whom you call King, 
* foul traitor to proud Hercford's King. 
And if you crown him, 322888 
The blood of Engliſh ſhall manure the 
And future ages grone for this foul a&. 
Peace ſhall go fleep with Turks and Infidels, 
And in this feat of 
Shall kin with kin, and kind with kind, confound. 
Diſorder, horror, fear and mutiny 
Shall here inhabit, and this land be call'd 
The field of Golgatha, and dead mens ar ulli. 
Oh, if you rear this houſe againſt this 
It will the wofulleſt diviſion prove, 
That ever fell upon this curſed earth. 
Prevent, reſiſt it, let it not be ſo, 
Left childrens children cry againft you, Woe. 
North. Well have you argu'd, Sir; and for your pains, 
Of capital treaſon we arreſt you here. 
My Lind of Wlobts, do b year ehorgn, 
To keep him fafely till his day of trial. 
May 't pleaſe you, Lords, to grant the Commons” fuit ? 
 Baling. Fetch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may furrender : fo we ſhall proceed 
Without ſuſpicion. 5 
York. [ will be his conduct. FExit. 
Baling. Lords, you that here are under our arreſt, 
Procure your ſureties for your days of anſwer ; 
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60 King Richard II. Act uv. 


Though ſome of you with Pilate waſh your hands, 
Shewing an outward pity ; yet you Pilates 
Have 2 deliver d me to my four croſs, 
And water cannot waſh away your fin. 
North. My Lord, diſpatch; read o'er theſe articles. 
K. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears: I cannot fee: 
And yet ſalt water blinds them not fo much, 
Bur they can fee a fort * of traitors here. 
Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myſelf, 
I find myſelf a traitor with the reſt: 
e 
T” undeck the body of a King, 
Made abory e, a ſovereign a ſlave, 
ö — » bdield, Are © prcikas.. 
North. My Lord 
K. Rich. Nolord of thine, thou haught- inſulting man; 
Nor no man's lord: I have no name, no title; 
No, not that name was given me at the font, 
But tis ufurp'd. Alack, the heavy day, 
That I have worn fo many winters our, 
And know not now what name to call myſelf ! 
Oh, that I were a mockery king of ſnow, 
Standing before the fun of Bolingbroke, 
To melt myſelf away in water drops! + 


Let it command a mirror hither ftraight, 
That it may ſhew me what a face I have, 
e 

ng. Go ſome of you, and fetch a 
News 8 : 
K. Rich. Fiend, thou torment' me ere I come to hell. 
Boling. Urge it no more, my Lord Northumberland. 
North. The Commons will not then be fatisfied. 
K. Rich. They ſhall be fatisfy'd : —_— 
When I do ſee the very book, indeed, 
Where all my fins are writ, and that's myſelf. 


And if my word be Sterling yet in England, [To Boling. 


=” 
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That ſwells with filence in the tortur d foul. 
There hes the ſubſtance : and I thank thee, King, 
For thy great bounty, that not only giv'ſt 
Me cauſe to wail, but teacheſt me the way 
How to lament the cauſe. I'll beg one boon; 
And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 
Shall J obtain it? 
Boling. Name it, fair couſin. =, 
X. Rich. Fair couſin ! I am greater than a King: 
For when I was a King, my flatterers 
Were then but ſubjects; being now a ſubject, 
I have a King here to my flatterer. 
Being ſo great, I have no need to beg. 

Boling. Let aſk. 


0 beholders wink ? 

Is this the owns fac'd fo 

That was at laſt out-fac'd by Bolingbroke ? 

Irn faces 55 
Daſbes the g int . | 

ads notion bots glei againſt tie graunÞ. 

Fur there it is, crack d in an hundred ſhivers. | 

Mark, filent King, the mo. ul ut this. ſport; | 

Vor. IV. = . 
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62 : King Richard II. . 
K. Rich. And ſnall I have? 
Boling. You ſhall. 
K. „8 
Baling. Whither ? 
* — Whither you will, fo I were from your 
N * 
o. y next we folemnly ſet down 


Our coronation : Lords, prepare yourſelves. 


Ex. all bat Abbst, Bijhop of Carlile, and Aumerle. 


Abbot. A woeful pageant have we here beheld. 
Cre. The woe s to come; the children yet unborn 
Shall feel this day as ſharp to them as thorn. 

Aum. You holy clergymen, is there no plot, 
T6 rid the realm of this pernicious blot ? 
bv. Before i freely peak my miad bern 
You ſhall not only take the ſacrament, 
To bury mine intents, but to effect 
Whatever I ſhall happen to deviſe. 
I ſee your brows are full of difcontent, 
ſour hearts of ſorrow, and your eyes of tears. 
Come home with me to ſupper, and I'll lay 
A jt Bell Raw us at's my by. [Exeunt, 


AET W rn 
A be la 


mr. 
His way the King will come: this is the way 
To Inkas Czfar's ill erected tow 'r; 


To whoſe flint boſom my condemaed Lord 
Is doom'd a priſoner, 2 
Here let us reſt, if this rebellious earth 

Hare any reſting for her true King's Queen. 


* him to the Tower 
K. Rich. Oh, good! convey _—_— 

That ri{ thus nimbly by a — King's fall. mu 
Þ3ling. en Wend c. 
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Sc. 1. King Richard I. | | 63 


Enter King Richard and guard. 


But ſoft, but ſee, or rather do not fee, 
My fair roſe wither ; yet look up; behold, 
That you in pity may diſſulve to dew, 
8 waſh him freſh again with true- love tears. 
O chou, the model where old Troy did ſtand, a 
[To X. Rick, 
Thou map of honour, thou King Richard's tomb, N 
And not King Richard; thou moſt beauteous inn, 
Whv ſhould hard-favour'd Grief be lodg'd in thee, 
When triumph is become an ale-houſe ? 
K. Rich. Join not with Grief, fair woman, do not fo, 
To make my end too fadden : learn, good ſoul, 
To think our former ftate a happy dream, 
From which awak'd, the truth of what we are, 
Shews us but this. I am ſworn brother, ſweet, 
To grim Neceltity ; and he and 1 
G Hie thee to France, 
thee in ſome religious houſe. 
Our holy lives muſt win a new world's crown, 
Which our : hours here have ſtricken down. 


depos'd 
Thine iatelled ? bath he been in thy hear? 
ASD SY i nothing elf, with 

w 
To be o 'd: and wilt thou, pupil-like, rage 
Take een 
And fawn on rage with baſe humility, 
Which art a lion, „ 

K. Rich. A King of beaſts indeed if aught but beaſts, 
I had been ſtill a happy King of men. 
Good ſometime * Queen, prepare thee hence for France; 
Think I am dead; and that ev'n here thou tak ſt, 

As from my death-bed, my laſt living leave. 

In winter's tedious nights fit by the fire 

«© With good old folks, and let them tell thee tales 
Of woeful ages, long ago betid: 

« And ere thou bid good night, to quit their grief, 


* ſom:time, for formerly. 
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64 King Richard Wl. A v. 
* Tell chou the lamentable fall of me, 
* Aud ſend the hearers weeping to their beds.” * 


SCENE Uu. 
North. My Lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is chang'd : 


8 You muſt to Pomfret, not unto the Tower. 


And, Madam, there is order ta'en for you ; 
With all ſwift ſpeed you muſt away to France. 


K. Rich. Northumberland, tho ladder wherewithal 


; 
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It is too little, helping him to all: 
And he ſhall think, that thou, which know ſt the way 
To plant unrightful wilt know again, 
I ne'er fo little urg' way 
'To hi 
The love of 
That fear to 
To worthy 
North. My 
Take 


— : 
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My Queen to France; from whence, ſet forth in pomp, 


She came adorned hither like fweet May! 


Sent back like Hollowmas, or ſhorteſt day. 
Quern. And muſt we be divided ? mult we part? 
T. Rich. Ay, band from hand, my love, and heart 
from heart h 


Oveen. Baniſh us both, and ſend the with me. 
North. That were ſome love, bur little * 
X. Rich. Thus give I mine, and thus take I thy heart. 
[They 45. 
Preen. Give me mine own again; twere no good 
To take on me to keep, and kill thy heart. [Xs gain. 
So, now I have mine own again, be gone, 
That I may ſtrive to kill it with a groan. 
X. Rich. We make woe wanton with this ſond delay. 
Once more, adieu; the reſt let ſorrow ſay. [Exeunt.. 
SCENE III. The Duke of Torts palace. 
Enter York, and his Ducheſs. 
Dach. My Lord, you told me, you would tell the 
When weeping made you break the ſtory off, [reſt, 


Of our two couſins coming into 
Tori. Where did I leave? 
Duch. At that fad ſtop, my Lord, 
Where rude miſgovern'd hands, from wi | 
'Threw duſt and rubbiſh on King Richard's head. 

York. * Then, as I faid, the Duke, great Bolingbroke, 

Mounted upon a hot and fiery ſteed, | 
© Which his afpwing rider ſeem'd to knew, 
With flow,. but ſtately pace, kept on his courſe; 
+ While all rongues-cry'd, God fave thee, Bolingbroke ! 
* but little policy. 8 

Jreen. Then wkither he goes, thither let me go. 

R. Rich. So two together weeping, make one woe. 
Weep thou for me in France. I fer thee here: 
Better far off, than near, be ne er the ncar. 
Go. count 9 with ſighs, I mine with gronns. 

Queen. So longeſt way ſhall Eave tlie longeſt moans, 

K. Rich. Twice for one ſtep IH groan, the way being ſhore, 
And piece the way out with a heavy hezrt. 
Come come. in weoing ſorrow let's be brief; 


Since, wedding it, there is fuch in grief. 
One kits ſn · Il ſtop our mouths, 5 — 
Thus give I mine, Cc. 


8 
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1 uy yes 
« Even fo, or with much more contempt, mens” eyes 

Did ſcowl on Richard; no man cry'd, God fave him ; 
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home: ] 
«. But duſt was thrown upon his ſacred head; | | 

< Which. with ͤ gene forrow be fhook off, | oY 
* His face fall | 

<« The 


The hearts of men, they muſt per | 

And barbariſm itſelf hare pitied him. ? 
But Heaven hath à hand in theſe events, 

To whoſe high will we bound our calm contents. 
'To: oke are we ſworn ſubjects now, 
— —1 for ag — 


$CENE. IV. Enter Aumerle. 


Dach. Here comes my fon. Aumerle. 

Tork. Aumerle that was, 
But that is loſt, 42 > 7 rg 
Zam in A 
S | 

Dach. Welcome, my fon; who are the violets now. 
"That ſtre w the green lap of the new - come ſpring ? 
Aum. Madam, I know not; nor I greatly care. 
Sed knows, I had as lief be none, as one. 

York... Well, bear you well in this new ſpring of time, 


- 


> 


ich hangs without thy bo- 
let me ſee the writing. . 
Aum. My us nothing. - 
York. No matter then who fees it. 
1 wilt be fnlafiad; he me for the wrinng, 7 
um. ch pardon 2 
Ie is a matter of fall conſequence, td 
Which for ſome reaſons I would not 
Tori. Which, reaſons, Sir, I mean to ſce. 


Duch. What ſhould you fear, my Lord? 
Tis nothing bur fowe bond he's ena ho 


1 


oo 
4 
kc 
41. 
F 
2 
; 


Now by 
I will appeach the villain. 

Dach. What is the matter? 

York. Peace, fooliſh woman. 

Duch. I will not peace: what is the matter, fon? 
Aum. Good mother, be content; it is. no more 
Than my poor life muſt anſwer. 

Dauch. Thy life anſwer ! 
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- And interchangeably have ſet their bak 


"Fis full three moarks ſince L did fee him ladt, 


Pe King Richard Vi. AR v 
[ Speaking to the Servant. 

Tri. Give me my boots. i | 
Duch. Why, York, what wilt thou do ? 


Wilt thou not hide the treſpaſs of thine own ? 
Have we more ſons? or are we like to have? 


Is not my teeming date drunk up with ume? 


And wilt thou pluck my fair fon from mine age, 


And rob me of a han y mother's name ? - 


Is he not like thee ? is he not thine oon? 
| Tock. Thou fond mad-woman, 
Wilt thou conceal this dark conſpi 
A dozen of them here have ta'en the 


o 


To kill the King at Oxford. 
Dich. He ſhall be none. 

We l keep him here; then what is that to him ? 
York. Away, fond woman : were he twenty times 


My ſon, I pms appeach him. 


Duch. Had'ſt thou gron'd for him, 
As I hare done, thou dſt be more pitiful. 
But now I know thy mind; thou doit ſuſpect, 

That I have been difloyal to thy bed, 

And that he is a baſtard, not thy fon. 

Sweet York, ad to — mnt 

He is as like thee as a man may be, 

Nor like to me, nor any of my kin, 

And yet I love him. 
Fork. Make way, unruly woman. | 1 
Duch. After, Aumerle ; mount thee upon his horie , 


Spur poſt, and get before him to the King, 


27 — 
F'lI not be long behind; though I be old, 
I doubt not but to ride as faſt as Vork: 
And never will I rife up from the g 


Till Bolingbroke have pardon'd thee. Away. [Excunt, 
SCENE VI, changes ts the court at Windfor-caftle. 
Can no man tell hs ſon ? 


Sc. 6. King Richard Wi. 69 


If any plague hang over us, 'tis he. - 
I would to heav'n, my Lords, he might be found. 


| 2 — 

Takes on the honour, to 

— 2 — 
Percy. My Lord. fome two days fince I fox the Prince, 

Anil 13s Tien of Bate wings Told ot: Ouiced, 
Baling. And what faid the gallant ? 
Percy. His anſwer was, he would unto the ſtews, 


What is the matter with our couſin now? 
Hum. Far ever may my knees gow to the earth, | 
[ Kneels, 


4 
IF but the firſt, how heinous e'er it be, 
To win thy after-love, I pardoo thee, 
Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn the key, 
668 
Baling. Hare thy defire. — FYork within. 
York. My Liege, 1 look to thyſelf, 
Thou haſt a traitor in thy preſeuce there. 


70 King Pichard II. Act . 
Boling. Villain, I'll make thee ſafe. 
Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand, thou haſt no cauſe 
ro 
York. Open the door, ſ:cure, fool-hardy King. 
Shall I for love ſpeak treaſon to thy face? 
Open the door, or I will break it open. 


SCENE VI. Eater Tork. 
Bling. What is the matter, uncle? ſpeak, take 


| a ow — breath: 


That we may arm us to encounter it. 

York. Peruſe this writing here, and thou ſhalt know 
The treafon that my haſte forbids me ſhow. 

Aum. Remember, as thou read'ſt, thy promiſe paſt : 
I do repent me, read not my name there, 

My heart is not confed*rate with my hand. 

York. Villain, it was ere thy hand fer it down. 

I tore it from the traitor's boſom, King ; | 
Fear, and not love, begets his penitence; 
Forget to pity him, left thy pity prove 

A ſerpent that will ſting thee to the heart. 

Beling. O heinous, ftrong, and bold conſpiracy ! 
O loyal father of a treach'rous fon ! 
22 immaculate, and filver fountain, 
Hath had his current, and defil'd himſelf; 

Thy overflow of good converts the bad; 
—— — 
This deadly blot in thy digreſſing ſon. 

Fork. So ſhall my virtue be his vice's bawd, 
And he ſhall ſpend mine honour with his ſhame ; 
As thriftlefs ſons their ſcraping fathers” gold. 
Mine honour lives, when his diſhonour dies: 
Or my ſham'd life in his diſhonour lies: 
Thou kill'ſt me in his life ; giving him breath, 

The traitor lives, the true man's put to death. 
[ Dachefs within. 

Dach. What ho, my Liege! for Heav'n's fake, let 


me in. 


Boling. What ſhrill-voic'd ſuppliant makes this eager 


cry? 
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Speak with me, pity me, open the door; 

A beggar begs that never begg'd before. 

Boling. My dang'rous couſin, let your mother in; 

I know ihe's come to pray for your foul fin. 
Terk. If thou do pardon, whoſvever pray, 

More ſias for his forgiveneſs proſper may: 

This fefter'd joint cut off, the reſt"is found ; 

This let alone, will all the reſt confound. | 

SCENE VII. Ester Ducheß. 

Duch. O King, believe not this hard-hearted man; 

Love, loving not itſelf, none other can. 5 
York, Thou frantic woman, what doſt thou do here? 

Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear? 
Duch. Sweet York, be patient; hear me, gentle Liege. 


B Riſe wp, goed — 

| ng. up, | aunt. 

Duch. Nor yet, I thee beſeech; 

For ever will I kneel upon my knees, 

And never fee day that the happy fees, 

Tilt thou give joy; until thou bid me joy, 

By pard' ning Rutland, my tranſgreiſing boy. 6 
Aum. Unto my mother's pray ers I bend my knee. 


| ape 25 
Tard. ͤ— Iph mT — == 


Ill may'ft thou thrive, if thou grant any grace! 
Duch. Pleads he in earneſt ? look upon his face; 
His eyes do drop no tears, his prayer 's in jeſt 


Our knees ſhall kneel till to the ground they grow. 
His pray'rs are full of falſe hypocriſy, 
Ours of true zeal, and deep integrity ; 
Our prayers do out-pray his; then let them crave 
That mercy which true prayers ought to have. 
9 never begg d before. 
— 22 
now chang'd to r, and the King: 
| 9 


At v. 


72 


Duch. Nay, do not fay, Stand up, 
But firit; fay afterwards, Stand up. 
An' if I were thy nurſe, hy tongue to teach, 
Praten ends deihe lt mand of they ſhone. 
I never long'd to hear a word till now: . 
Say, Pardon, King; let pity teach thee how. 
Beling. Good aunt, ſtand up. 
Duc. I do not fue te ſtand, 
ee 
Boling. I pardon him, as Heav'n ſhall pardon me. 
Duch. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee ! 
Ya an ita for fear; the ſpeak it again: 
Twice faying pardon, — — — 
But makes one pardon 
_  Foling. Wich all my heart 
I pardon him. | 
Druch. A God on earth thou art. 
Beling. But for our truſty brother-in-law,—the Ab- 


With all the reſt of that conſorted crew,  [bot— 


Deſtruction ſtraight ſhall them at the heels. 
Good uncle, help to order feveral powers 
To Oxford, or where-e'er theſe traitors are, + 


» — pardon ſtrong 
The word is ſhort. but not ſo ſhort as fact; 


+ = traitors are. 
ſhall not live within this world, I fwear; 


But | will have them, if I once know where. 


Uncle, farewel; and couſin too, acicu; 
Your mother well hath pray'd, and prove you true. 
Puch. Come, my old fon; I pray Heav n make thee new. 
SCENE, Ge LExcu:t. 


- 


Mie as a... * 
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SCENE N. Exter Exton and à Servant. 


Exton, Didſt thou not mark the King, what words he 
ſpake? 
* Hare I no friend will rid me of this living fear ? 
Was it not fo ? 

Serv. Thofe were his very words. | | 
Exton. * Have I no friend queth he; he ſpake 
And urg'd it twice together? did he not? [it twice; 
Serv. He did. | | | 
Exton, And ſpeaking it, he wiſtly look'd on me, 

As who ſhall ſay, L would thou wert the man, 
That would divorce this terror from my haare; 
Meaning the King at Pomfrer. Come, let's go: 

I am the King's friend, and will rid his foe. | fxout, 


SCENE X. 
Changes to the priſon at Pamſret caſtle. 


Enter King Richard. 


K. Rich. H have been ſtudying how to compare 
This priſon where I hve, umo the world; 
* And, for becauſe the worid is populous, 
And here is not a creature but myſelf, 
© I cannot do it; yet I'll hammer on *:. 
© My brain I'll prove the female to my ſoul, 
My foul, the father; and theſe two beget 
A generation of ſtill breeding thoughts ; 
And theſe ſame thoughts people this litele world; 
In humour, like the people of this world, 
For no thought is contented. The berter fort 
(As thoughts of things divine) are intermix'd 
With — and do ſet the word itſelf 
Apgainft the word; as thus, Came, little auer; and * 
It is as hard to came, as for a camel [again, 
To thread the poftern of a ncedle t ere. 
"Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely wonders ; how theſe vain —_ Bails 
May tear a paſſage through the flinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged priſon-walls: 
Ard, for they cannot, die * own pride. 

Vos. IV. 


„Manie by Bolingbroke, 
And ſtraight am nothing but whate'er I am, 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is, 

Wich nothing thall be pleas'd, till he be eas'd 
With being nothing 
Ha, ha; ens n 
When time is broke, no proportion ? 
So is it in the muſic of mens” lives. =_ 
And here kave I the daintineſs of ear, 
To check time broke in a diforder'd ftri 
But for the coacard of my ſtate and time, 
Had not an ear to hear my true time broke: 

{ waſted time, and now doth time waſte me. 

For now hath time made me his numb ring clock: 
My thoughts are minutes; nl 20D Bodo they ar 
Their watches to mine eyes the outward watch; 
Whereto my finger, like a dial's point, 

Is pointing ſtill, in cleanſing them from tears. 
Now, Sir, the ſounds that tell what hour it is, 


wo 


Which nt 22 — 


Runs poſting on, in EBokngbroke's proud j joy, 
V7hile I ſtand focling here, his jack o' th” clock. 
"This mvfic mads me, let it ſound no more; 

For though it have help'd mad men to their wits, 
In me, it ſeems, it will make wiſe men mad. 

Xe bleſſing on his heart, that gives it me! 


Muſſe do I hear? [Mufc. 


a th. ůũ n , J ²˙ SOLE IO II — 3 


Se. 11. King Richard II. 
For 'tis a ſign of love; and love to Richard 
Is a ſtrange brooch, in this fall-hating world. 


SCENE KE Enter Groom. 
Grmm. Hail, Royal Prince! 
X. Rich. Thanks, Noble Peer.“ 
What art? how com'ft thou hither ? 
Where no man ever comes, but that fad 
That brings me food, to make Misfortune live ? | 
Groom. L was a poor groom of thy ſtable, King, 
When thou wert King; who travelling tow'rds York, 
With much ado, at length have gotten leave 
To look upon my ſometime F maſter's face. 
O, how it yearn'd my heart, when I behcld, 


Of that proud man thas od ulurp his back 2 
Forgiveneſs, horſe; why do I rail on thee, 
Since thou, created to be aw'd by man, 


een L was not made a horſe ; 
yet I bear a burthen like an aſs; 


le, and tir d, 3 
SCENE. XII. Euter Keeper, with a diſh- 


Keep. Fellow, give place; —— 


[To the Groom: 
K. Rich. If thou love me, tis time thou wert away... | 
a__ — Noble Peer. 1 
What art, Gr. 
+ ſometime, for firmer. 
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26 King Richard II. + Av. 
Groom. What my tongue dares not, that my keart 


ſhall ſay. LE vit. 
Keeb. My Lord, will't pleaſe you to fall to? 
K. Rich, Tate of it ſirſt, as thou wert wont to do. 
Keep. My Lord, I dare not; for Sir Pierce of Exton, 
Who late came from the king. commands the contrary. 
XK. Rich, The dev'l take Henry of Lancaſter, and thec! 
Patience is ſtale, and I am weary of it. 


[ Zeats the Keeper. 
Keep. Help, help, help — | 
Enter Exton, and Servants. 


XK. Rich. How now? what means death in this rude 
aſſault? 
Wreteh, thine own hand yields thy death's inſtrument; 
{| Szatching @ fword fram one of the ſervants, kills him. 
Go thou, and fill another room in hell. [| Kills another. 
[Exton frilet bim down. 
That hand ſhall burn in never-queackirg fire, 
That ftaggers thus my perſon : thy fierce hand 
Hath with the King's blood ſtain'd the King's own land. 


rr 


Says, tat this deed is chronicled in hell. 
This dead King to the living King I I bear; 
Take hence the reſt, and give them burial here. 
| . [Erennt. 
SCENE xm. | 
Changes to the Court at Windſor. 


a Enter Bolingbroke, York, with other Lords 
and Attendants. 


Kind uncle York, the lateſt news we hear, 


Is, that the wedeln have confam's with fire 
Our town of Ciceſter in Glouceſterſhire; 


But whether they be ta'en or ſlain, we hear not. 


vu Y 
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At large diſcourſed in this paper 


Sc. 13; King. Richard IT. 7% 


Enter Northumberland. 


Welcome, my Lord: what is the news? 

North. Fir, to thy facred fare with I all happineſs f 
The next news is, I have to London fent 
The heads of Sal'fbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent: 
The manner of their taking may appear 
here. 


8 


a 


[Pr 
35 We thank thee, O'S 4. 4 for th pains, 
22,2228 Pry, fort 


Enter Fitzwater. 


Fitzw, My Lord, I have from Oxford ſent to London 
The heads of Broccas and Sir Bennet Secly ; 
Two of the dangerous conſorted traitors, 
That fought at Oxford thy dire overthrow. 
 Baoling. Thy pains, Fitzwater, thall not be a 
Right noble is thy merit, well I wot. 


Eater Percy and the Biſhop of Carliſle. 
Percy. The grand conſpirator, Abbot of We/tminſtcr,. 
With clog of conſcience, and four 
Hath yielded up his body to the grave : 
But here is Callifle, living to abide 
Thy kingly doom, — of his pride. 
B:ling. Carliile, this is. your doom: 
chuſe out ſome ſecret place, foe reverend room: 
More than thou haft, and with it joy thy life; 
So, as thou liv'ſt in peace, die free from ſtrife. 
For though mine enemy thou hait ever been, 
High ſparks of honour in thee I have feen. 
Enter Exton with a coffin. 
Exton, Great King, within this coffin I 
Thy bury'd fear. Herein all breathleſs lies 
The mighticf of thy greateſt enemies, 
Richard of Bourdcaux, by me hither brought. 
Bling. Exton, thank thee not; os thes — 
A deed of fandr with thy fatal hand, 


Upun my head, and all this famous lan. 
G3 


Exton, them your cue aanh, my Lond, did I this 
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Wich the Life and Death of Henxy, 
firnamed Ho T-$eUR. 
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The count in London. 


Enter N Henry, Lard —— | 
Sa IS EF 7 


K. Honry. © O ſhaken as we are, ſo wan with care, 


Find we a time for frighted peace to 


— 
„% And breathe ſhort-winded accents of new broils 
To be commenc'd in ſtronds afar remote. 
No more the thinfty entrance of this ſoil 
« Shall trempe her lips with her own childrens” blood: 
No more ſhall trenching war channel her fields, 
Nor bruiſe her flow'rets with the armed hoofs- 


i. e, weißen; from the French tremper. 


knife, 
Therefore, friends, 
far as to the ſepulchre of Chriſt, 
(Whoſe foldier now, under whoſe bleſſed crofs 
We are impreſſed, and engag'd to fight), 
Forthwith a power of Engliſn ſhall we levy ; 
Whoſe arms were moulded in their mothers' womb 
To chaſe aheſe Pagans, in thoſe holy fields 
Over whoſe acres walk d thoſe bleſſed feer, 
Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were nail d 
For our on the bitter croſs. 
But this our purpoſe is a twelvemonth old, 
And bootleſs tis to tell you we will go: 
Therefore we meet not now. Then let me hear, 
Of you, 413 —— wa 
What our council did decree, 
In 


this dear 

Weſt. My Liege, . 
And many limits f of tiie charge ſct down 
But yeſternight ; when, all athwart, there came 
A poſt from Wales, loaden with heavy neus; 
Whoſe worlt was, that the noble Mortimer, 
the men of Herefordthire'to fight 
Againſt th' irregular and wild Glendower, 
Was by the rude hands of that Welchman taken ; 
A thouſand of his people butchered ; 
Upon whoſe dead corps there was ſuch miſuſe, 
Such beaſtly, ſhameleſs transformation, 
By thoſe Welchwomen done, as may not be, 
Whine cxtch — re- told or ſpoken of. 

K. Henry. It ſeems, then, that the tidings of this broil 
Brake off our buſineſs for the holy land. 

* Extedieuc:, for Ee 

0 
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Sc. 2. Kins Henry TV. Ix 
Weſt. This, match'd with other, did, my gracious 

For more uneven and unwelcome news [Lord ; 

Came from the north, and thus it did import. 

On holy-rood day, the gallant Hot-ſfpur there, 

Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 

That ever-vahant and approved Seot, 

At Holmedon ſpent a fad and bloody hour: 

As by difcharge of their artilicry, 

And ſhape of likelihcod, the news was told; 

For he that brought it, in the very heat 

And pride of their contention, did take horſe, 

Uncertain of the iſſue any way. 

K. Henry. bs > tice and we inde fits Bhenk, 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighred from his horſe, g 
Stain d with the variation of each foil 
Berwixt that Holmedon, and this feat of curs: 
And he hath brought us ſmooth and welcome news. 
The Earl of Douglas is diſcomfired ; | 
Ten thouſand bold Scots, three and —_ 
Balk'd in their own blood did Sir Walter 
On Holmedon's Of prifoners, Hot-ſpur took 
Mordac the Earl of Fife, and eldeſt fon 
To beaten Douglas, and the Earls of Athol, 
Of Moray, Angus, and Menteith. 

And is not this an honourable ſpoil ? 
A gallant prize? ha, couſin, is it not? 
Ves. In faith, a conqueſt for a prince to boaſt of. 
T. Hem. Yea, there thou mak ſt me fad, and mak'ft 
In envy, that my Lord Northumberland [me fin 
Should be the father of ſo bleſs'd a fon : 
A fon, who is the theme of Honour's tongue: 
Amongſt a grove, the very ſtraighte{Fyfant ; 
Who is ſweet Fortune's minion, and her pride: 
_ Whil I, by looking on the praiſe of him, 
See riot and diſhonour ſtain the brow 
Of my young Harry. O could it be prov'd, 
Darren 
In cradle-cloaths, our children where they lay, 

And call mine Percy, his Plantagenet; 
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine. 
But let him from my thoughts. What think you, couſin, 


'Of this young Perey's prod the priſoners, 


Weſt. This is hi 
Malevolent to ö 


Our holy purpoſe to Jeruſalem. 
Couſin, on Wedneſday next our 
Will hold at Windſor, fo inform 
But come yourſelf with ſpeed to us 
For more is to be ſaid, and to be done, 
Than out of anger can be uttered. 


1 


Meß. 1 will, my Liege. ns. 


SCENE IH. An apartment of the Prince's. 
Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and Sir John Falſtaff. 
Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad ? 

P. Henry. r 
fack, and unbuttoning thee after ſupper, and 
open benches is the aftcommon, that Than hats Farms 


in — * — 1 ſee no reaſon * 

— —————_—_—_ 
7. 

Fal. Indeed you come near me now, 
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P. Henry, Well, how then? come, roundly, roundly— 
Fal. Marry, then, fweet wag, when thou art King, 


caſtle a; nnd | is not a buſ-jerkin a molt Fweet robe of 
durance ? 


Fal. How now, how now, mad wag ; what, in thy 
e what a plague have I to do 


Wir, what a pox have I to do with my 
Fal. Well, thou haſt call d her to a reckoning many 


a time and oft. 
pay thy part? 


P. Henry. Did I ever call thee to 7 

Fal. No; Fl give thee thy due, thou haft paid all 
there. 

P. Henry. Yea, and elſewhere, ſo ſar as my coin would 
ſtretch; and where it would not, I have us'd my credit. 

Fal. Tea, and ſo us d it, that were it not here appa- 

* This alludcs to the name Shakeſpear firſt gave to this huffoon 
character, which was Sir John Cl. (alte: and when he changed the 
name, be forgot to ſixĩke out this exprefſion that alluded to it. The 


reaſon of the change was this; one dir John Oldeaſtle having. tur- 
fered in the time of Henry V. for the opinions of Wicklitfe, it 


| gave offence ; and therefore the poet altered it to Falſtaff, and en- 


vours to remove the ſcandal iu the epilogue to the fecoud part 
of Henry IV. Mr Ji"artartou. 


Lz De Firſt rue of | Act t. 
rent, that thou art heir a » I pr'vthee, 
fweet wag, ſhall there be gallows ftanding i in England 
when. thou art King? and relolution thus fobb'd as it is, 
with the ruſty curb of old father antic, the law? Do not 


thou, when thou art a King, hang a thicf. 
P. Henry. No; thou thalt. 


Fal. Shall I? O rare ! By the Lord, F'll be a brave 


F. Henry. Thou jvdgeſt falſe already: I mean, thou 
ſhalt have the hanging of the thieves, and fo become 
a rare hangman. 

Ful. Well, Hal, well; and in ſome fort it jumps with 
my humour, as well as waiting in the court, I can tell 

ou. 
, P. Henry. For obt1ining of ſuits? —— 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of ſuits, whereof the 
man hath no lean wardrobe. 'Sdlood, I am as — 4 
choly as a gib- cut, or a higg'd bear, 

P. Heury. Or an old hun, or à lover's lute, 

Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnſliire bagyipe. 

P. Ferry. Vihat * thou to a hare, or the melan- 
choly of Moor-ditch? 

Fal. Thou haſt che maſt —— fimilies ; and art, 


indeed, the molt incomparative, taſcallieſt, fweet young 


Prince But, Hal, I pr'ythee, trouble me no more 
with vanity ; I would to God thou and I knew where a 
commodity ef good names were to be bought. An old 
Lord of the council rated me the other day in the ſtreet 
about vou, Sir; but I mark'd him not, 23 
very wiſely, and in the ſtreet too. 


P. Henry. They did ſt well; for wiſdom cries out in 


the-ftreets, and no man regards Ws: 

Fal. O, thou haſt dimnalle attraction, and art, in- 
deed, able to corrupt a faint, Thou haſt done mach 
harm unto me, Hal, God forgive thee for it! Before I 
knew ther, Hal, F knew nothing; and now am I, if 
a man ſhould] ſpeak truly, little better than one of the 
wicked. I muſt give over this life, ad I will give it 
over; by the Lord, an' I do not, I am a villain. Fit 
be damn'd for never a King's fon in Chriſtendom. 

P. Henry. Where hall we tac: a purſe to-morrow, 
Jack? 


Sc. 3. King Henry N. 85 
Fal. Where thou wilt, lad, I'll make one; an' I de 
not, call me villain, and baffle me. 
P. Herry. I ſee a good amendment of life in thee 
from praying to purſe-taking | 
Fal. Why, Hal, tis my vocation, Hal. Tis no 


fin for 2 man to labour in his vocation. Poins 
Now ſhall we know, if Gads-hill have ſet a match. O, 


if men were to be faved by merit, what hole in hell were 
hot enough for him! 


SCENE m. Enter Poins. 


This is the moſt omnipotent villain that ever cry'> 
Stand, to a true man. 


P. Henry. Good morrow, Ned. 

Point. Good morrow, ſweet Hal. What ſays Mon- 
Feur Remorſe? what fays Sir John Sack and Sugar? 
Jack ! how agree the devil and thou about thy foul, 
that thou foldeſt hins on Good Friday laft, for a cupof 
Madera, and a cold capon's leg? 

P. Henry. Sir John ſtands to his word; - the devil ſhall 
have his bargain; for he was never yet a breaker of 
proverbs ; ; He «will give the devil bis due. 

Paint. Then thou art damn d for keeping thy word 


With the devil. 


Pcins. But, my lads, my lads, 3 
four o'clock, early at — there are pilgrims 
going to Canterbury with rich offcrings, and traders 
rding to London with fat purſes. I have vizards for you 
all; you have horfes for yourſelves : Gads-hill lies to 
night i in Rocheſter ; I have 2 to-morrow 
night in Eaſt-cheap; we may do it as 1 as ſleep: 
if you will go, Ive tif 5rcr ratio ll of cons: 
you will not, tarry at home and be bang'd. 

Fal. Hear y, Yedward; i I tarry at home, and go 


not, I'll bang you for going. 


Point. You will, 
Fal. Hal, + + += / NP 
P. Henry. Who, I rob? Ia thief? not I, by my faith. 


Fal. There is ow manhood, nor good 
8 IV. 


The Firft Part of © Act 1. 
Nowſhip in thee, nor thou cam'ft not of the blood-royal, 
thou dar ſt not cry, Stand, for ten ſhillings. 

P. Henry. Well then, once in my days I'll be a mad- 
cap. 


Fal. Why, that's well ſaid. 

P. Henry. Well, come what will, I'll tarry at home. 

Fal. By the Lord, I'll be a traitor then when thou 
art King. 

P. Henry. I care not. 

Point. Sir John, I pr'ythee, leave the Prince and me 
alone; I will lay him «own ſuch reafons for this adven- 
dure, that he ſhall go, 

Fal. Well, may ſt thou have the ſpirit of perſuaſion, 
and he the ears of profiting, that what thou ſpeak'ſ may 
move, and what he hears may be believ'd ; that the 
true Prince may (for recreation's fake) prove a falſe 
thief; for the poor abuſes of the time want countenance. 
Farewel, you ſhall find me in Eaft-cheap. 

P. Henry. Farewel, thou latter fpring ! Farewel, all- 
hallown ſummer ! [Exit Fal. 

Pains. Now, my good ſweet honey Lord, ride with us 
to-morrow, I have a jeſt to execute, that I cannot 
manage alone. Falftaff, Bardolph, Peto, and Gads- 
hill, ſhall rob thoſe men that we have already way- 
laid; yourſelf and I will not be there; and when they 
have the booty, if you and I do not rob them, cut this 
ke. from off my ſhoulders. 

P. Henry. But how ſhall we part with them in ſetting 
forth ? - 

Poins. Why, we will ſet forth before or after them; 
and appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at 
out pleafnre to fail; and then will they adventure upon 
the exploit themfclves, which they ſhall have no fooner 
atchiev'd, but we Il fet upon them. | 

P. Henry. Ay; but 'tis like they will know us by 
our horſes, by our habits, and by every other appoint- 
ment, to be ourſelves. b 

Faint. Tut. our horſes they ſhall not fee; I'll tie them 
in the wood; our vizards we will change after we leave 
them; and, Brrah, I have cafes of buckram for the 
vonce, to immaſ our noted outward garments. 


- 


P. Henry. But I doubt they will be too hard for us, 
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Paint. Well, for two of them, I know them to be 
as true-bred cowards as ever turn'd back; and for the 
third, if he fight longer than he ſees reaſon, Ell for- 
ſwear — The virtue of this jeſt will be, the incom- 

ene 
we meet at ſupper; how thirty at leaſt he {ought with, 
waat wards, what blows, what extremities he endured; 
and, in the reproof of this, lies the jeſt. 

P. Henry. Well, I'll go with thee; provide us all 
things neceffary, and meet me to-morrow night in Eaſt- 
cheap, there I'll fup. Farewel. 

Piins, Farewel, my Lord. [Exit Poins. 

P. Henry. 1 know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok'd humour of your idlenefs ; 
Yet herein will I imitate the fun, 

Who doth permit the bafe contagious clouds 
To fmother up his beauty from the world; 
That when he pleaſe again to be himſelf, 
Being wanted, he may be * 
1 — hm the foul and ugly miſts 

Of vapours, tha dt oem o rangi na. 


— 1 2 $a. | 
Shall ſhew more goodly, and attract more eyes, 
Than that which hath no foil to ſet it off. 

II fo offend, to make offence a ſkill ; 


Redeeming time, when men think leaſt I will. Erie. 
SCENE IV. Changes to an apartment in the palace. 
| Enter King Henry, Northumberland, Worceſter, Hot- 
fpur, Sir Walter Blunt, and others. 


K. Henry. My blood hath been too cold and temperate. 
Unapt to flir at theſe indignities; 
H 2 


Mighty and to be fear d, than my condition v; 


my patience : 
I will from henceforth rather be myſelf, 


Which hath been ſmooth as oil, ſoft as young down, 

And therefore loſt that dle of reſpect, 

Which the proud foul ne er pays, but to the proud. 
I/zr. Our houſe, ay Te Lp, little deſerves 

The of greatneſs to be ufed on ir ; 


X. Henry. Worceſter, net thee grace? for 1 do fee 
Danger and difobedience in thine eye. 


O Sir, 2 peremptory; 


And Majeſty might never yet endure 


The moody frontlet of a ſervant-brow. 
You have good leave to leave us. When we need 
Your uſe and counſel, we ſhall ſend for you. 


Exit Worceſter. 
You were about to ſpeak. [7s Northumberland. 
North. Yes, my good Lord. 


Thoſe priſoners, in your Highneſs” name demanded, 


Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 


Were, as he fays, not with ſuch ſtrength denꝝ d 


As was deliver'd to your Majeſty. 


Or envy, therefore, or miſpriſion, 
Is guilty of this fault, and not my fon. 

Hot. My Liege, I did deny na prifoners ; 
But I remember, when the fight was done, 


When I was dry with rage, and extreme toil, 


Breathlefs, and faint, kaning upon my fword ; 
Came there a certain Lord, acat, trimly dreſs'd ; 
Freſh as a bridegroom, and his chin, new-reap'd, 
Shed like a ſtuhble - land at harveſt-home. 

« He was perfumed like a milliner ; 

And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held 

* A pouncet-box, which ever and anon 

He gave his noſe; [and took t away again; 
Who, therewith angry, whey it next cams than, 


® Condition, for diſpoſition. 
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Sc. 4. King Henry IV. " 
Took it in ſnuff J. And ſtill he ſmil'd, and talk'd; 
„And as the foldiers bare dead bodies by, 


2e call'd them untaught knaves, unmannerly, 


To bring a flovenly, unhandiorne corſe 
© Betwixt the wind, and his 4 

* With many holiday and lady terms 
© He queſtion'd me: amongf the reſt, demanded 
© My prifoners, in your Majeſty's behalf. 

* I then all ſmarting with my wounds; being gaFd 
To be fo peſter d with a popinjay, 

Out of my grief, and nay impatience, 

* Anſwer'd, „I know not what: 

He ſhould, Son: fre me ax mall, 
Jo fee him ſhine fo briſk, and ſmell fo fweer, 
ad talk fo like a waiting-gentlewoman, mark!) 
guns, and drums, and wounds ; (God fave the 
telling me, the ſorercign'it thing on earth 
parmacity, for an inward bruiſe; 

4 that it was great pity, fo it was, 

is villanous ſalt - petre ſhoulc be digg'd 
5 1* Ende earth, 
hich many a good, tall fell w hal deſtroy'd_ 
So cowardly : and but for theſe vile gone, 


© a» 


. 


= 


This bald, unj . chat of his, my . 

I anſwer d indirectly +, as [ _ Y 

And I befeech you, let not bis report 

Come currant for an accuſation, | 

Betwixt my love and your high Majeſty. 
Blunt. The circumitance conſider d, —— 


Whaterer Harry Percy then had fad, 


To ſuch a perſon, and in fuch a place, 

At ſuch a time, with all the reft retold,. 
May reafor.ahly die; and never riſe 

To do him wrong, or any way impeach. 
What then he faid, fee, he unſays it now. 

K. Henry. Why, yer he doth Gay his priſoners, 
But with proviſo and exception, | 
That we at our own charge ſhall * ſtraight 
His brother-in-law the fooliſh Mortimer; * 

_* This ſtupidity between the crotchets .= Mr. 

F Ludiretl , for negligentlyv. 
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Aginlt the — damn'd Glendower ; 


as we hear, the Earl of March 
— Shoaib ene — 
'to redeem a traitor home ? 


yp mp 
Whoſe tongue ſhall aſc me for one penny coſt 
To ranſom home revolted Mortimer. 

Het. Revolted Mortimer? 


— Ava wdo— and three times did they 
Upon agreement, of ſwift Severn's ffnod; {drink, 
Who then, affrighted with thee bvedy looks, 

Ran fearfully among the 
parſer gexgher roy har Faprey war Y 
Blood ſtaĩned with theſe valiant combatants. 
Never did baſe and rotten policy 

Colour her w with ſuch deadly wounds; 

Nor ever could the noble Mortimer 

Receive ſo many, and all willingly. 

"Then let him not be flander d with revolt, 

K. Henry. Thou doſt belye him, Percy, thou belyeſt 
He never did encounter with Glendower ; [him ;. 
He durſt as well have met the devil alone, 

As Owen Glendower fer an enemy. 

Art not aſham d? but, ſirrah, from this hour 

Let me not hear you fpeak of Mortimer. 

Send me Jour prifoners with the ſpeedieſt means, 

Or you es how bs Belk i di om an | 

As will difpleaſe you,——My Lord Nerhanbarhed, 
. 


8 
* 
8 


Wor. 1 blame proclaim'd. 
Fe Cannot 
By Richard that i * | 
a He  devd, the =; 2 
4 | And then it was : SES | | 
bn e — . 
ii expecs God Pardon . 
. — 0 did fer fort 
. . 


| 
Vorth, He did; myſelf 
Hat. N. = n 
Nay, 2 — 
his couſin 


— Ee — 


— 


o —— 235 ——ůů ——— 
nr 2 * . 7 


— — — 


— — 4 113 - — 4 2 "an i T * . 5 * 
« < - af ax * A 7 n * 1 7 + _— 3 * 0 4 " £4 6, 9 
— c US . e — ES > wb 2 W 8 1. 1 3 a 2 ao — , * r FG — 
_ — — + 5 CY 2 bs a p £ by n 9 * * _ 4 ds ras — - „* OE N _— 


——— 


3 
— 


— — 
IT * 


r 


Ss 3 — 
EEE Ve a 24 SS EE". 
. 


92 


That you are 


Ev'n with the bloody payments of your deaths 


reren 
Iris 
4.4 
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233 
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'd, diſcarded, 
By him, for whom theſe ſhames ye underwent ? 
No; yet time ferves, wherein you may redeem 
Your baniſh'd honours, and reſtore yourſelves 


OF this proud King, who ſtudies day and night 
To anſwer all the debt he owes unto you, 


. 


And now I will unclaſp a fecret book, 

And to your quick-conceiving diſcontents 

F'lI read you matter, deep and dangerous; 

As full of peril and advent'rous ſpirit, 

As to Gerwalk a current roaring loud, 

On the unſteadfaſt footing of a ſpear *. | 


Het. If he fall in, good night. Or fiak or ſwim, 


Send danger from the caſt unto the weft, 


80 honour croſs it from the north to ſouth ; 


And let them grapple.—O ! the blood more ſtirs 
To rouſe a lion, than to ſtart a hare... 
® 7. 6. of a ſpear laid acroſs. 
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Sc. 4. Ring Henry NV. 23 
4 North. Imagination of ſome great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hat. By heav'n, methinks, it were an eaſy leap, 
To pluck bright Honour from the pale-fac'd moon; 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Where fathom-line could never touch the 
And pluck up drowned Honour by the locks : 
So he that doth redeem her hence, might wear 
Without corrival all her dignmies. 

But out upon this half-fac'd fellowſhip ! 

War. He a a world of figures here, 
But not the form of what he ſhould attend. 


Good couſin, give me audience for a while. 
Hat. I cry 


your 
Hos. I'll keep 

By Heav'n, be ſhall not have a Scot of them: 

No, if a Scot would fave his foul, he ſhall not; 

I'll keep them by this hand. 

19 —— | 

e 

Het. I will; gy ta 

He faid, 2 

Forbad my tongue to ſpeak of Mortimer: 

But I will find him when he lies 

And in his ear I'll holla, Mortimer / 

Nay, I will have a ftarling taught to ſpeak 

Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 

To keep his anger fill in motion. 
War. Hear you, couſin, a word. 

FR... Al ſiadies here I 
ve how to and pinch this Bolingbroke : 

225 


And would be glad he met t with ſome miſchance), 
I'd have him poiſon'd with a pot of ale. | 
Wor. Farewel, my kinfman ; I will talk to you, 
When you are better temper'd to attend. 
Narth. wh. no wp — 
Art thou, to break into this woman's mood, ES 


—_— 2 
— - — 


— — — 
— N — j 
, a - - 6 4 
e ES 2 " m " « 2 * 
wt Fx 2 0 . * a — 227 bs. 0 £ — by 2 Pa ee, 23 — . 
2 „„ ke 
* SLE 8 a 
— T : 


4 — „ 
. 2 =e 3 gr 


94 The Firſt Part of A:. 
Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ? 

"I. Why, look you, lam whipp'd and fcourg'd with 
Nettled, and ftung with pilmires, when I hear [ rods, 
Of this vile — Bulingbroke : 

In Richard's time——what do ye call the place? — 
A plague upon tit is in Glo' ſterſhire 
"Twas where the mad-cap Duke his uncle kept 
His uncle York——where I firſt bow'd my knee 
Unto this King of ſmiles, this Bolingbroke, 

When you and he came back —— 

North. At Berkley caitle. 

Hot. You ſay true: 
Why, r 
This fawning greyhound then did proffer me ! 


Look, when his infant fortune came te age. 


And gentle Harry Percy ——and kind corfen —— 

The devil take deen cozeners - God forgive me 

Good uncle, tell your tale, for I have done. 
Mer. Nay, if you have not, to't again. 


We'll ſtay your leifure. 


— RATS Scottiſh priſoners. 
or. Once more to 8 
1 [To Hot-ſpur. 
Deliver them without their ranſom ftraight, 
And make the Douglas' fon your only mean 
For pow'rs in Scotland ; which, for divers reaſons 
Which I ſhall fend you written, be aſſur'd, 
Will eafily be ———_ my Lord, [To North, 
Your fon in Scotland being thus employ'd, 
Shall ſecretly into the boſom creep 
r 

Hot. York, is 't not? 

Mor. True, who bears hard | 
His brother's death at Briſtol, the Lord Scroop. 
I fpeak not this in eftimation , 
As what I think might be; but what 1 know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and fer down; 
And only ftays but to behold the face 


* E/timaticn, for conjeſture. But between this and the foregoing 
| — —— Mr i as- 
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Sc. 1. King Henry IV. 95 
Hot. I fmell it: on my life, it will do well. 
North. Before the game's a- foot, thou ſtill lerr'ſt flip, 
Het. It cannot chuſe but be a noble plot; 

And then the power of Scotland, and of York 

To join with Mortimer; ha! 
War. So they ſhall. 
Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim'd. 
Wor. And A e 

To fave our heads, by raiſing of a head: 

For, bear ourfclves as even as we can, 

The King will always think him in our debt; 

And think, we deem ourſelves unfatisfy'd, 

Till he hath fcund a time to pay us home. 

And fee already, how he doth begin 

To make us itrangers to his looks of love. 

Het. He does, he does; we'll be reveng'd on him. 
War. Couſin, farewel. "Ko further o in this, 

„ 

When time is ripe, which will be ſuddenly, 

I'll teal ro Glendower, and Lord Mortimer, 

Where you and Douglas, and our rs at once, 

(As 1 will batten K), bal happily meer, 

To bear our fortunes in our own ſtrong arms, 

Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 
North. Farewel, good brother; we ſhall thrive, I truft. 
Het. Uncle, adieu: O let the hours be ſhort, 

Till fields, and blows, and groans applaud our ſport ! 


[ Exennt. 
KED Rn SCRE 2 
& fo of Bobo. 


n Ges: avith a lanthorn in bis band. 


"HE an t be not four by the day, Il 
be hang'd. Charles“ wain is over the new 
chimney, and yet our horſe not pack d. What, oftler ? 
Gf. 0. Webs] Anon, anon. 

1 Car. I pr'ythee, Tom, beat Cut's faddle, put a few 


. flocks in the point: the poor jade ied 


than, cur of ol „ͤ . 


07-1 The Fi Part of AS n. 
Euter another Carrier. 

2 Car. Peaſe and beans are as dank here as a dog, 
and that is the next way to give poor jades the bots: 
this houſe is turn'd upſide down, fince Robin oſtler dy'd. 

1 Car. Poor fellow never joy d ſince the price of oats 
roſe, it was the death of him. 

2 Car. I think this be the moſt villanous houſe in 
all London road for fleas : I am ſtung like a tench. 

ü Car. Like a tench? by tit mals, there's ne er a 
King in Chrieftendom could be better bit than I have 
been fince the firſ# cock. 


2 Car. Why, they will allow af! 
then we leak in you 


and 
r chimney : and 2 
breeds r n . 
1 Car. What, oſtler, come away, aud be hang d, 
come away. 
2 Car. | have a gammon of bacon, and two razes of 


ginger to be deli er d as fer as Charing- croſs. 
1 Car. Odſbody, the turkics in my 


panniers are 
quite ſtarv'd. What, oftler ? 2 plague oa thee! haft 


thou never an eye in thy head: canſt not hear? an' 


_ *twere not as good a deed as drink, to break the pare 


of thee, I am à very vilkio, Come and be hang'd, 


5 kait uo faith in thee ? 


Enter Gads-hill. 


-Cads. Good morrow, carriers. What's o clock? 
Cay. I thiak it be two o clock. 


Gads. I pr'ythee, lend me thy lanthorn, to ſee my 
g in the ſtable. 


1 Car. ys 0p 20 5 Linen © wick wank 
two of that, i' faith. 

Geds. err 

2 Car. Ay, when? canſt tell? lend me thy lanthorn, 
quoth a ! marry, I'll ſee thee hang d ürſt. 

Gads. Surah, carrier, what time do you mean to 
come to London ? 

2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, 1 
warrant thee, Come, neighbour k*ugoes, we'll call up 


the gentlemen; they will along with comp.ny, for they 


have great charge, {Sxeurt Carriers. 
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SCENE HI. Enter Chamberlain. 
Gads. What, ho, chamberlain! ——— | 


i 


TH) 
LEF 
4 
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* St Nicholas was the patron faint of ſcholars; and Nicholas, or 
Cid Nick, is a cant name tor the devil. ence he equi; ocally calls 
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Kai's horſe, and he frets like a damm d velvet. 


98 The Fi Part of Act 11. 
Cham, What, the commonwealth their boots? will 
ſhe hold out water in foul way? 
Gads. She will, ſhe will; juftice hath liquor'd her. 
We ſteal as in a caſtle, cock-fore ; — 


Cham. Nay, I think rather, you are more beholden 
to the night, than the fern-ſeed, for your walking in- 
viſible. 

Gals. Give me thy hand: thou ſhalt have a ſhare in 
our purchaſe, as I am a true man, 

Cham. Nay, rather let me have it, as you are 2 falſe 
thief. 

Cad. Gb eee ws od men. 


of fern-ſeed, we walk inviſible. 


Bid the oftler bring my gelding out of the ſtable. Fare- 


wel, ye muddy knaxe. [Exenat. 
SCENE III. Changes to the kighway. 
Enter Prince Henry, Poins, and Peto. 
P:ina Come, ſhelter, ſhelter; I have removed Fal- 


P. Henry. Stand cloſe. 
Euter Falſtaff. 


Fal. Poins, Poins, and be hanged, Poins ! 

P. Henry, Peace, ye fat-kidney d — what a 
brawling doſt thou keep? 

Fal. What, Poins! Hal! 

P. Henry. He is walk d up to the top of the hill, 11 
go ſeek him. 

Fail. I am accurs'd to rob in that thief 's company: 
che raſcal hath .remov'd my horfe, and ty'd him I 
know not where. If I travel but four foot by the 
{quare farther a- foot, I ſhall break my wind. Well, I 
r if I ſcape 


| banging for killing that rogue. I have forſwora his 


company beurly any time this two and twenty year, 
and yet I am bewitch'd with the rogue's company. If 
the raſcal have not given me medicines to make. me 


tore him, I'll be hang'd; it could not be elfe; I RN 


drunk medicines. Poms ! Hal! a plague opon you 


bath. Bardoiph! Pero! I'll ftarve ere 1 II rob a foot 


* 
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further. An "were not as good a deed as to drink, to 
turn true-man, and to leave theſe rogues, I am the ve- 
rie It varlet that ever chew'd with a tooth. Eight yards 


of uneven ground, is threeſcore and ten miles a- foot with 


me: and the ſtony-hearted villains know it well enough. 
A plague upon t, when thieves canuot be true one to 


another. [They e.] Whew !——a plague upon 


you all. Give me my horſe; you rogues, give ne wy 
horſe, and be hang'd. | 

P. Henry. Peace, ye fat guts, Tie down, lay thine ear 
cloſe to the ground, Ad lift if thou canft hear the tread 
of travellers. | 

Fal. Have you any leavers to lift me up again. beir 
down ? *Sbiood, I Il not bear mine own fleln fo far a- 
foot again, for all the com in thy father's exchequcr. 
What a plague mean ye to colt me thus? 

P. Henry. Thou lyeſt, thou art not colted, thou art 
* e, good P Hal, hel 

Fal. I pr'ythee, good Prince Hal, help me to 
horſe, good King's ſon. . "> 

P. Henry. Out, you rogue! ſhall I be your oſtler? 

Fal. Go hang thyſelf in thy own heir-apparent gar- . 
ters; if I be ta'en, I H peach for this; an' I have not 


Bardolph, what news ? 
Bard. Cale ye, cafe ye; on with your vizards ; there's 

money of the King's coming down the hill, tis going 

to the King's exchequer. | 

Fal. You lye, you rogue, tis going to the King's ta- 


vern, 
 Gads. There's enough to make us all. 
Fal. To be hang'd. 
P. Henry. Sirs, you four ſhall front them in the nar- 
row lane; Ned Poins and I will walk lower ; if they 
"cape „ then they light on us. 
| | 1 2 
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when thou need' him, there ſhalt thou find him; fare- 


Iz erery man to his buſineſs. 


no, ye fat chuffs, I would your ſtore were here. On, 


Joo The Firſt Part of AX 11. 
Peta. Bat how many be of them? | 
Gad. Some eight or ten. 
Fal. Zounds! will they not rob us ? 

P. Henry. What, a coward, Sir John Paunch ? 
Fal. Indeed I am not 4 * of Gaunt, your grand- 
father; but yet no coward, Hal. 

P. Henry. Well, we'll kave that to the proof. 

Pains. Sirrah, Jack, thy horſe ſtands behind the hedge; 


wel, and ſtand faſt. 
Fal. Now cannot I ftrike him if I ſhould be hang d. 
P. Henry. Ned, where are our ? 
Point. Here, hard by: ſtand 
Fal. Now, my maſters, happy man be his dole, fay 


SCENE IV. Enter Travellers. 


Trav. Come, neighbour; the boy ſhall lead our 
horſes down the hill: we'll walk a-foot a while, and eaſe 


throats; ah! whorſan caterpillars; bacon-fed knaves ; 
they hate us youth; down with them, fleece them. 
Trau. O, we are undone both we and ours for ever. 


Fal. Hang ye, gorbellied knaves, are you undone ? 


hn ay 


Fal. Come, my ag er Tony and then to 
hork before day; an” the Prince and Peins be not wo 
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Say 


| hand, if I were now by this 


1 King Henry IV. 101 
arrant cowards, there's no equity ſtirring. There's no 
more valour in that Poins, than in a wild duck. 
P. Henry. Your money. 
Pains. Villains! 
L they are ſharing, the Prince and Poins ſet 


upon them. They all run away ; and Falſtaff, 
after a blow or ton, runs away too, leaving the 


booty behind them. = 
Fam with much eaſe. Now merrily to 
horle: | 
The thieves are ſcatter d, and poſſeſs d with fear 
So ſtrongly, that they dare not meet each other; 
Each takes his fellow for an officer. 
Away, good Ned. Now Falſtaff ſweats to death, 
And lards the lean earth as he walks along : 
Were t not for laughing, I ſhould pity him. 
Point. How the rogue roar'd ! [ Exeunt. 


SCENE v. Len Percy houſe. 


Enter Hot-ſpur ſous, reading à letter. 


| But for mine own part, my Lord, I could be well con- 
tented ta be there, in reſpect of the lows I bear your houſe, 
He could be contented to be there; why is he not then? 
In reſpett of the love be hears our houſe! heſhews in this, he 
loves his own barn better than he loves our houſe. Let 
me ſce fome more. The purpoſe you undertake ic dangergus. 
Why, that's certain: 'tis dangerous to take a cold, to 
ſlcep, to drink: but I tell you, my Lori fool, out of 
this nettle danger, we plack this flower ſafety. The 
purpeſe you undertake is dangerous, the friends jou haue 
named uncertain, the time itfelf unſorted, and your whole 
lot tos light, for the caunterpoife of fo great an oþ/%/ition. 
fo, fay you ſo? I fay unto you again, you are 

a ſhallow cowardly hind, and you lye. What a lack- 
brain is this? By the Lord, our plot is a good plat as 
ever was laid; our friends true and conitaat : a port 
— good friends, and full of ex pectation; an exccl- 


kent plot, very good friends. What a froſty ſpirited 
rogue this is? Why, my Lord of York commends the 


plot, and the general courſe of the action. By this 
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Lach. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone? 
For what offence have I this fortnight been 
A baniſh'd woman from my Harry's bed ? 

Lell me, ſweet Lord, what is t that takes from thee 

Thy ſtomach, pleafure, and thy golden ſleep ? 

Why doſt thou bend thy eyes upon the earth, 

And ſtart fo often when thou firr'ft alone? | 

Why haſt thou loſt the freſh blood in thy cheeks 7 

To thick-ey'd muſing, and curs'd melancholy ? 

In thy faint flumbers I by thee have watch d, 

And heard thee murmur . : 

Speak terms of manage ta thy bo. eed; 

* .* To the field ! and thou haſt talk d 

« Of fallies, and retires; of trenches, tents; 

* Of paliſadoes, fortins, parapets; 


_- 


7 


Thy fpirit ha a . 
And thus hath fo beſtirr'd thee in thy fleep, 
Fhat beads of ſweat have ſtood upon thy brow, 
Like bubbles in a late-diturbed ſtream: 

 &nd in thy face ſtrange motions have appear d, 
He fans then in £:\hion, had very long handles, 


* And l the current of a heady fight.” 


wm wood tw 


portents are 

hath my Lord in hand, [theſe ? 
know it, elſe he loves me not. a 

What, bo! is Gilliams with the packet gone? 


Hot. Away, away, you triffer : 
I care not for thee, Kate; 
To play with mammets *, and to tilt wi 
We muſt have bloody noſes, and crack'd 
And paſs them current too—Gods me ! 
hy wy} Lp Kate? what | 
_ Lady. ye not love me ? do you not indeed 
Nay, tell me, if you ſpeak in jeſt or no, 


Hot. Come, wilt thou ſee me ride 2 
ee. girls, | 7: 


194 The Firft Part of 
And when I am o horſe-back, I will ſwear, 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate, 
put (pax yg Wane Tr ph ee 
Whither I go; nor reafon whereabout, 
Whither I muſt, I muſt; and, to conclude, 
This evening mult I leave thee, gentle Kate. 
I know you wiſe ; but yet no further »ife 
Than Harry Percy's wife. Conſtant you are, 
But yet a woman; and for ſecrecy, 
No lady cloſer. For I well believe, 
Thou wilt not utter what thou doſt not know; 
And ſo far will I truſt thee, gentle Kate. 
Lady. How ! fo far? 
Hot. Not an inch further. But hark you, Kate, 
Whither I go, thither ſhall you go too; 
To-day wi [ fer forth, to-morrow you. 
Will this content you, Kate ? 


Lady. It muſt of force.  [Exeunt. 


SCE NN E VI. 
Changes to the Boar's-head tavern in Eaſt- cheap. 
Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 
P. Henry. Ned, pr'ythee come out of that fat room, 
and lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 

Pains. Where haft been, Hal? 

P. Henry. With three or four loggerheads, amongſt 
three or four ſcore hogſheads. I have ſounded the very 
bafe ftring of humility. Sirrah, I am ſworn brother to 
a leaſt of drawers, and can call them all by their Chri- 
ſtian names, as Tom, Dick, and Francis. They take 
it alrcady upon their confcience, that though I be bur. 
Prince of Wales, yet I am the King of courteſy ; tell- 
ing me flatly, I am no proud Jack, like Falitaff, but a 
Corinthian, a lad of mettle, a good boy; (by the Lord, 
ſo they call me); and when I am King of England, I 
mall command all the good lads in Eaff cheap. They 
call drinking deep, dying ſcarlet; and when you breathe 
in your watering, they cry, Hem! and bid you play it 
of. To conclude, I am fo good a proficient in one 

of an hour, that { can driak with any tinker in 


tis own language during my life. I ell ther, Ned, thou 
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in ſome by- rom, while 1 queſtion my puny drawer 
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hhillings and ſix pence, and You are welcome, Sir; 
baſtard in the half mnon, or fo) : 
way the time till Falſtaff come, I pr'ythee, do thou 
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me the fugar; and do thou 
me 


: 
— 
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Paint. Francis 

P. Henry. Thou art perfect. 

Poins. Francis | 
SCENE WII. Enter Francis the drower. 


Fran. Anon, anon, Sir; look down into the pom» 
graner, Ralph. ; : F 

P. Henry. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran. My Lord. | 

P. Henry. How long haſt thou to ſerve, Francis ? 
Fran. Forſooth, five years, and as much as to 


Paint. Francis 


hew it a fair pair of heels, and run from it ? 


Fran. O Lord, Sir, II be fworn upon all the books 
in England, I could find in my heart 


Point. Francis 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. | 

P. Henry. How old art thou, Francis ? 

Fran. Let me ſee, about Michaelmas next I ſhall 
8 


ran. Anon, Sir; pray you ftay a little, my Lord. 
P. Henry. Nay, but bark you, Francis, for the ſugar 
ſhou gaveſt me, twas a pennyworth, was t not? 


Adam, to the pupil 


106 The Firſt Part of © Act 11. 
Fran. O Lord, I would it had been two. 
P. Henry. I will give thee for it a thoufand 
alk me when thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it. 
Point. Francis! 
Fran. Anon, anon. 
P. Henry. Anon, Francis ? no, Francis, but to mor- 
row, Francis; or, Francis, on Thurſday ; or, > 


Francis, when thu wilt. But, Francis. 


Frau. My Lord? 
P. Henry. Wilt thou rob this leathern-jerkio, errſtal- 


| Span 
Fran. O Lord, Sir, who do you mean? 
P. Henry. Why then your brows baſtard is —_ 


drink; for look you, Francis, your white canvas doublet 


will fully. In Barbary, Sir, it cannot come to ſo much. 
Fran, What, Sir? 
Pains. Francis! 
4 Henry. Away, you rogue, doſt thou not hear them 
? 
Here they bath call ; the drawer ftands amazed, not 
knowing which way to go. 
Euter Vintner. 


? Look to the gueſts within, My Lord, old 
Sir Jobs with half a dozen more are at the door ; ſhall I 
let them in ? 

P. Henry. Let them alone a while, and then open the 
door. Pons, [Exit Vintner. 


Enter Poins. 
Point. Anon, anon, Sir. 


P. Henry. Sirrah, Falſtaff and the reſt of the thieves 


are at the door ? ſhall we be merry.? | 

Point. As merry as crickets, my lad. But hark ye, 
ꝶ6ꝙ˙ „. dave co. eas wld ie HIT he: 
drawer? come, what's the iſſue ? 

P. Henry. I am now of all humours, that have ſhew'd 
themſelves humours, fince the old days of goodman 
age of this preſent twelve o'clock at 
o'clock, Francis ? 


midnight. What's 


Vint. What, ftand' thou ftill, _—Y VII 
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P. Henry. That ever this fellow ſhould have fewer 
words than a and yet the fon of a woman !— 
His indeſtry is up ſtairs and down ſtairs ; his eloquence 
the parcel of a reckoning. I am not yet of Percy's 
mind, the hot-ſpur of the north; he that kills me fome 
fix or ſeven dozen of Scots at a breakfaſt, waſhes his 
hands, and fays to his wife, Fy upon this quiet life! 
I want work.” © O my ſweet Harry, (ſays ſhe), how ma- 
ny haſt thou kill'd to-day ?” © Give my roan horſe a 
drench, (fays he), and anſwers, Some fourteen, (an hour 
after); a trifle, a trifle.” I pr'ythee, call in Falſtaff; 
I'll play Percy. and that damn'd brawn ſhall play dame 
Mortimer his wife. Ribi, fays the drunkard. Call in 
ribs, call in tallow. 


SCENE ic 
Enter Falſtaff, Gads-hill, Bardolyb, and Peto. 


Paint. Welcome, Jack; where haſt thou been? 

Fal. A plague of all cowards, I fay, and a vengeance 
too, marry and Amen! Give me a cup of ſack, boy 
Exe I lead this life long, I'll fow nether focks, and mend 
them, and foot them too. A plague of all cowards ! 
Give me a cup of fack, rogue. Is there no virtue ex- 
tant ? [ He drinks. 

P. Henry. Didſt thou never ſee Titan kiſs a diſh of 
butter? (pitiful-hearted Titan !) that melted at the ſweet 
tale of the ſun? if thou didſt, then behold that com- 


Fal. Yeu rogue, here's lime in this ſack too; there is 

nothing but roguery to be found in villanous man; yet a 
coward is worſe than a cup of ſack with lime in it. A 
vallanous coward Go thy ways, old Jack, die when 
thou wilt; if manhood, good manhood, be not forgot 
upon the face of the earth, then am I a ſhotten herring, 
There live not three good men unhang'd in England, 
and one of them is fat, and grows old, God help, the 
while ! a bad world; I fay. I would I were a weaver; 
I could fing pfalms, and all manner of fongs *, A 
plague of all cowards, I ſay ftill ! 1 


® Inthe per ſeculions of the Proteſtants iu Flanders under Phil p U. 
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P. Henry. How now, Woolſack, what mutter you? 
Fal. A King's fon! if I do not beat thee out of thy 

with a dagger of lath, and drive all thy fub- 

ts afore thee like a flock of wild-geefe, I'll never wear 

2 face more. You Prince of Wales! 

P. — Why, you whorſon round man! what's the 
matter? 
Fal. Are you not a coward? anſwer me to that, and 

Poins there? 

P. Henry. Te fat paunch, an' ye call me coward, I'll 


thee. 

Fal. I call thee coward! I'll fee thee damn'd ere I 
call thee coward; but I would give a thouſand pound I 
could run as faſt as thou cant. You are ftrait 
in the 


ing ! TE COTS 
me a cup of fack; I am a rogue, if I drunk to-day. 
Henry. O villain, thy lips are ſcarce wip'd ſince 


15 
1 
Fol 


Fal. I am a rogue, if I were not at half ford with a 


dozen of them two hours together. I have eſcap'd by 
miracle. I am eight times thruſt Abd. gg > Ga 


four through the hoſe, my buckler cut through and 


through, my foord back d Kke a hand-faw, ccce fignum. 

I never dealt better fince I was a man; all would not 

do. A plague of all cowards let them ſpeak ; if 
ſpeak more or leſs than truth, they are villains, and 

the ſons of darkneſs. | 

P. Henry. Speak, Sirs, how was it? 


thoſe who came over into England on that oce: fron, brought with 
them the woollen manufactory. Theſe were Calvinifts, who were 
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Gads. We four ſet upon ſome dozen. 

Fal. Sixteen, at leaſt, my Lord. 

Gads. And bound them. 

Pets. No, no, they were not bound. 

Fal. You rogue, they were bound every man of 
them, or I am a Jew elfe, an Ebrew Jew. | 

Gads. As we were ſharing, fome f or ſeven freſh 
men ſet upon 

Fal. And 38. the reſt, and then came in the 
other. 

P. Henry. What, fought ye with them all? 

Fal. All! T know not what you call a//: but if 1 

fought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of radiſh. 
If there were not two or three and fifty upon poor old 

„then am I no two-legg' d creature. 

Pains. Pray heav'n, you have not murthered ſome of 
them. | 
_ Fol. Nay, that's pait praying for. I have pepper'd 
two of them; two, I am fure, I have pay d, two 
rogues in buckram-fuits, Itell thee what, Hal, if I tell 
thee a lye, ſpit in my face, n thou know ' ſt 
my old ward; . lay, and thus I bore my point 3 
four rogues in buckram let drive at me. 

P., Henry, What, four? thou ſaidſt but rwo, even 
now. 

Fal. Four, Hal, Ae 

Pains, Ay, ay, he faid four. 

Fal. Theſe four came all a-front, and mainly thruft 
at me; I made no more ado, but took all their ſeven 
points in my target, thus. 

P. Henry. Seven? why there were but four, eren now. 

Fal. In buckram. 

Point. Ay, four, in e 

Fal. Seven, by theſe hilts, or I am a villain elſe. 


P. Henry. Prigches hee hies alone, we ſhall have more 
anon, 


Fal. Doſt thou hear me, Hal? 
P. Henry. Ay, and mark thee too, Jack. 
Fal. Do ſo, for it is worth the lif ning to. Theſe 


: nine in buckram that I told thee of 


P. Hen. So, two more already. 
F. al. Their points being broͤken 
Vor. IV. K 


ro The Fir Part of Ac 15. 

Point. Down fell his hoſe. 

Fal. Began to give me ground; but I follow'd me 
cloſe, came in foot and hand; and; with a thought, ſe- 
ven of the eleven I pay'd. 

P. Henry. O monſtrous! eleven buckram-men grown 
out of two! 

Fal. But as the devil would have it, three mi 
4en knaves in Kendal green came at my back, and let 
drive at me; (for it was fo dark, Hal, that thou could It 
not ſee thy hand). 

P. Henry. Theſe lyes are like the father that begets 
them, groſs as a mountain, open, palpable. 382 
clay- brainꝰd guts, thou knotty-pated fool, thou whor- 
fon obſcene greaſy tallow- catch 

Fal. What, art thou mad? at thaw mad? is nor the 
truth the truth ? 

P. Henry. Why, how could'ſt thou know theſe men 
in Kendal green, when it was ſo dark thou could'ſt 
not ſee thy hand? Come, tell us your reaſon: what 
fay'ft thou to this? 

Pains. Come, your reaſon, Jack, your reaſon, 

Fal. What, upon compulſion? no; were I at the 

or all the racks in the world, I would not 
tell ou on compulſion. Sire you a on compul- 
al if reaſons were as plenty as black-berries, I would 
give no man a reaſon upon compulſion, I. 
P. Henry. Vil be no longer guilty of this fin. This 
fanguine coward, this bed-preſſer, this horſe-back- 
| breaker, this huge hill of fleſh, — 

Fal. Away, you ſtarveling, you eeE-ſkin, you dry'd 
neat's-tongue, bull's-pizzel, you ſtock- ſiſn. O for breath 
to utter ! What is like thee? You tailor's yard, you 
heath, you bow-caſe, you vile ſtanding tuck, —— . 

P. — . Well, breathe a while, and then to t again; 
* > ow baſt tir'd thyſelf in baſe compariſons, 
Hear me ſpeak but this. 

Pains. Mark, Jack. 

P. Henry. We two faw you four ſet on four, you 
bound them, and were maſters of their wealth; 2 


now how a plain tale ſhall put you down. Then did 


we two ſet on you four, and with a word outfac'd you 
TIT and have it; yea, and can ſhew it you 
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dexterity, and roar d 
mercy, and ſtill ran and roar'd, as ever I heard 
bull-calf. What a flave art thou, to hack thy ſword as 


ſhame ! 

— Come, let's hear, Jack; what trick haſt thou 
now 

Fal. By the Lord, I knew ye as well as he that 
made ye. Why, hear ye, my maſters; was it for me 
to kill the heir-apparent? Should I turn upon the true 
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SCENE X. Enter Hoſteſs. 
Hoſt. O Jeſu! my Lord the Prince ! 


P. Henry. How now, my lady the boſteſs, what ſay ſt 
thou to me ? 


court 
oy 


Fal. What manner of man is he? 
Haft. An old man. | * 
Fal. What doth gravity out of hi at midnight? 
Shall I give him his anſwer ? | 
P. Henry, Pr'ythee, 28 
8 


Henry. Give him as much as will make him a roy- 
al man, and fend him back again to my mother. 50 


17 2 The Firff Part of AZ 12. 
Fal. Faith, and I'll fend him , FExit. 
P. Henry. Now, Sirs, by'r 1 fair; 

fo did you, Peto; fo did you, Bardolph: you are lions 

too, you ran away upon indtinct ; * 

the true Prince; no, fie ! 

Bard. Faith, I ran when I faw ackers run. 

P. Henry. Tell me now in carneft, how came Faltaif”s 
Ford fo hack'd ? 

Peto. Why, be hack'd it with his dagger, and faid, 
he would — truth out of England, but he would 
make you believe it was done in fight, and perſuaded us 
. © do the like. 

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noſes with ſpear-grafs, 
to make them bleed; and then beſlubber our garments 


with it, and forar is was the dinadef war man. I did 


that I did not theſe ſeven years before, I bluſh'd to heat 
his monſtcous devices. 

P. Henry. O villain, thou floleſt a cup of fack eigh- 
teen years ago, and wert taken with the manner, and 
ever ſince thou haft bluſh'd extempore ; thou hadſt fire 
and F̃rord on thy fide, and yet thou ranneſt away; what 
inſtinct hadſt thou for it? 

Bard. My Lord, do. you: ſee theſe metcors ? * 
. —— 

P. Henry, I do. 

Bard. What think you they portend ? 

P. Henry. Hot livers, and cold 

Bard. Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken. 

P. Henry. No, it rightly taken, halter, 

SCENE XI. Re-enter Falſtaff. 


Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare-bone. How 
now, my ſweet creature of bomhaft, how long is't ago, 
| ſince thou ſaw ſt thy own knee? 

Fal. My own knee? When I was about thy years, 
Hal, I was not an eagle's talon in the waſte; I could 
have crept into any alderman's thumb-ring : a plague of 
ſighing and grief, it blows a man up like a bladder. 
"There's villanous news abroad: here was Sir John Braby 
from your father; you muſt go to the court in the morn- 
ing. That ſame mad fellow of che North, Percy, — 
N- of Wales thas gave Amamon the d and 
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P. Henry. Why, what a raſcal art thou then, to» 
praiſe him ſo for running? 
Fal. A horſeback, ye cuckow,—but a-foot, he will 
budge a foot. 


white with the news: you. may buy land now as cheap» 
as ſtinking mackerel. r r 
P. Henry. Then tis like, if there come a hot June,, 
and this civil buffetting hold, we ſhall buy maidenheads 
as they buy hob-nails, by the hundred. 

Fal. By the maſs, lad, thou fay'f true; it is like we- 


hall have good trading that way. But tell me, Hal, 


art not thou horribly afcard ? thou being heir- apparent, 
could the world pick thee out three ſuch enemies again 
as that fiend Douglas, that ſpirit Percy, and that devil. 


 Glendower ? art thou not horribly afraid? doth not: 
thy blood thrill at it? 


5 P.. Henry. Not a whit, i faith; I lack. ſome of rhy- 


Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow,, 
when thou com'ſt to thy father: if thou do love me, 
practiſe an anſwer. 

P. Henry. Do thou ſtand for my father, and examine: 
3 


The Fin Part of A 11. 

Fal. Shall I? content. This chair ſhall be my ſtate, 
this dagger my ſceptre, and this cuſhion my crown. 
P. Henry. Thy ftate is taken for a joint-ftool, thy 
golden ſceptre for a laden dagger, and thy precious 
rich crown for a pitiful bald crown, 

Fal. Well, an the fire of grace be not quite out of 
thee, now thalt thou be moved. ——Give me a cup of 
fack to make mine eyes look red, that it may be thought 
I have wept; for I muſt ſpeak in paſſion, and I will do 
it in King Cambyſes' vein *. 

P. Henry. Well, here is my leg. 


4 


Fal. And here is my aſide, Nobi- 
Heft. This is excellent ſport, # faith. [vaiw. 


Fal. Weep not, fweet Quern, for trickling tears are 

Haß. O the father! how he holds his countenance ? 

Fal. For God's ſule, Lords, convey my triffful Qucen, 
For tears do ſtop the flord-gates of her eyes. 


Hoſt. O rare, he doth it as like one of thoſe harlotry 


players as I ever ſee. 

Fal. Peace, good pint-pot; good tickle-brain— 
Harry, I do not only marvel, where thou ſpendeſt thy 
time; but alſo, how thou art accompany'd: for 
© though the camomile, the more it is trodden on, the 
* faſter it grows; yet youth, the more it is waſted, the 
© ſooner it wears. Thou art my fon; I have partly thy 
* mother's word, partly my own. opinion; but chicfy, 
* a villanous trick of thine eye, and a fooliſh hanging 
* of thy necher lip, that doth warrant me. If then thou 
be ſon to me, here lieth the point; why, being fon to 
me, art thou fo pcinted at? Shall the bleſſed fon of 
© heav'n prove a micher f, and eat black-berries? a 
* queſtion not to be aik'd, Shall the fon of England 
prove a thief and take purſes? a queſtion to be aſk d. 
There is a thing, Harry, which thou haſt often heard 
of, and it is known to many in our land by the name 
of pitch: this pitch, as ancient writers do report, doth 
* defiie; fo doth che company thou keep'ſt; for, Harry, 


A bombaſt play ef that time, inticled A lamentable tragedy 
witxed full of Neaſuut mi"th, coutat trig the afc of Cambiſes Ki. g of 
Perctu. By Thamas Preſtua. 
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o do I not ſpeak to thee in drink, but in tears ; 


© not in pleaſure, but in paſhon; not in words only, but 
in woes alfo; and yet there is a virtuous man, whom 
6 1 have often noted in thy company, vut I know not 
his name. 

P. Henry. What manner of man, an' it like your 

* 2 4 

En goodly portly man, i faith, and a corpulent; 
© of a chearful look, a plealing « Ys and a molt noble 
* carriage ; and, as I think, his ge ſome fifty, or, 
© by 'r Lady, incliaing to XK. and now, I re- 
member me, his name is Falſtaff. If that man ſhould 
* be lewdly given, he deceives me; for, Harry, I fee 
virtue in his looks. If then the fruit may be known 
© by the tree, as the tree by the fruit, then peremptorily 


I ſpeak it, there is virtue in that Faiitaft; him keep 


* with, the reſt baniſh, And tell me now, thou naught 
* varlet, tell me, where haſt thou been this month? 

P. Henry, Doſt thou ſpeak like a King? do thou 
ſtand for me, and I'll play my father. 

Fal. Depoſe me If thou doſt it half ſo gravely, 
fo 2 both in word and matter, hang me up 
by the heels for a rabbet-ſucker, or a poulterer 's hare *. 

P. Henry. Well, here I am fer. ; 

Fal. And here I ſtand; judge, my mafters. 

P. Henry, Now, Harry, whence come you ? 

Fil. My Noble Lord, from Eaſt-cheap. 


"of Henry, The complaints I hear of thee are grie- 


vous. 


Fal. Sblood, my Lord, they are falſe.—Nay, I'll 


_rickle ye for a young prince. 


P. Fenry, * Sweareft thou, doy ? hence- 


forth ne'er look on me; thou art violently carried a- 


* way from grace; there's a devil haunts thee in the 
* likeneſs of 2 fat old man: a tun of man is thy com- 

* panion, Why doſt thou converſe with that trunk of 
© humours, that boulting hatch of beaſtlineſs, that 
* ſwoln parcel of dropſies, that huge bombard of fack, 
that ſtuff d cloak-bag of guts, that roaſted Manning-tree 
© ox with the pudding in his belly, that reverend vice, 


* Meaning a —— ſped on a board uſed by poulter - 
2 


2228 , * 
- <4 at pu. car 
Fo LESS, 5 5 
— — 


— 


—— 


A LW 
Bu TT ES 
_—_- 


whom means your Grace ? 
P. Henry. That villanous abominable miſleader of 

Falſtaff, that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Fal. My Lord, the man I know. 
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Tal. Out, you rogue! play out the play: I have 
mack ws fog 28 of ther — 


Re-enter the Hoſteſs. 


Aan 22. kale - 
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Sie whar'd the amr? _ 

Hoſt. The Sheriff and all the watch are at the door: 

they are come to ſearch the houſe :. ſhall I let them in 2 


| thi a 2 | 
Fal. | WT non Chace work take tot wid yen 
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Se. 12. King Henn IV. 127 


Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? never call a true piece of 


gold a counterfeit : thou art eſſentially mad, without 
ker: #3 fo. 
P. Henry. And thou a natural coward, without in- 


Fal. I deny your major; if you will deny the Sheriff, 
fo; if not, let him enter. If I become not a cart as 
well as another man, a plague on my bringing up; I 
hope I ſhall as ſoon be ſtrangled with a halter as an- 
ether. 

P. Henry. Go, hide thee behind the arras, the reft 
walk up above. - Now, my maſters, for a true face and 

conſcience. 

Fal. Both which I have had; but their date is out, 
and therefore I'll hide me. 
[Exeunt Falſtaff, Bardolph, Cc. 

P. Henry. Call in the Sheriff. 


SCENE XII. Enter Sheriff and Carrier. 


Now, Maſter Sheriff, what is your will with me? 
Sher. Firſt, pardon me, my Lord. A hue and ery 

Hath follow'd certain men into this houſe. 

P. Hen. What men ? 


Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious Lord, 


A groſs fat man. 


Car. As fat as butter. 

P. Henry The man I do affure you is not here, 
For I myſelf at this time have employ'd him; 
And, Sheriff, I engage my word to thee, 
That I will, by to-morrow dinner-time, 
Send him to anſwer thee, or any man, 
For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withal : 
And ſo let me intreat you leave the houſe, 

Sher, I will, my Lord : there are two 
Have in this bill rar danced marks. 

P. Henry. It may be ſo; if he have robb'd theſe men, 
He ſhall be anfwerable ; and fo farewel. 

Sher, Good night, my Noble Lord. 

P. Henry. I think it is good morrow, is it not? 

Sher. Indeed, my Lord, I think it be two o'clock. 

© Serif and Carrier. 
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The money ſhall be paid back again with advantage. 


Will you fit down? 


213 De Firſt Part of Act 111. 
P. Hen. This oily raſcal is known as well as Paul's: 
call him forth. 


P. Henry. e 


wo ſearc pockets, and 
[ He hes his certain papers. 
What haft thou found ? 28 

Peto. Nothing but papers, my Lord. 

P. Henn. Let's fee, what be they ? read them. 

Peto. Item, a capon, 25. 2d. 

Item, Sauce, 4d. 

Item, Sack, two gallons, gs. 8d. 
| Hem, . 28. 6d. 

Item, Bread, a halfpenny. 

P. Henry. 2 2 devon worth of 
bread to this intolerable deal of fack? What there is 
elfe, keep cloſe, we ll read it at more advantage; there 
Jet him him flcep till day. I'll to the court in the morning: 
we mult all to the wars, and thy place ſhall be honour- 
able. I'll procure this fat rogue a charge of foot, and 
I know his death will be a march of twelveſcore *. 


If 


Be with me betimes in the morning; and fo good mor- 
row, Peto. 


Pets. Good morrow, good my Lord. [Exeunt. 
, TL 
The Archdeacon of Bangor's houſe in Wales. 
3 — Lord Mortimer, and Owen 
Te pn fi r 


And our induction full of proſp'rous hope. 
Hot. Lord Mortimer, and couſin Glendower 


ai tee re. 


And, — plague upon is ! 
I have forgot the map. 
Glend. No, here it is; 


* i. it will kill to march fo far 35 Puclreſcore foot. 
E him Mr Pope 
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Can trace me in the tedious ways of art, 

Or hold me pace in deep experiments, 
Het. I think there is no man fpeaks better Welch. 

III to dinner 
Mart. Peace, couſin Percy; you wil! make him mad. 
Glend. I can call fpirits from the vaſty deep. 

Hot. Why, fo can I, or fo can any man: 

But will they come when you do call for them ? 
Gl:-nd. Why, I can teach thee to command the devil. 
Hot. And I can teach thee, coz, to ſhame the devil, 

By telling truth; Tell truth, aud /hame the devil. 

If thou haſt pow'r to raiſe him, bring him hither, 

And I'll be fworn, I've pow'r to ſhame him hence. 

Oh, while you live, tell truth, and ſhame the devil. 
Mort. Come, come! | 

No more of this unproſitable chat. [head 
Glend. Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke made 

Againſt my pow'r ; thrice from the banks of __ 

And 4 d Severn, have I ſent 

Him bootleſs home, aad weather-beaten back. 


Hot. Home without boots, and in foul weather — 


How ſcapes he agues, in the devil's name? 
Glend. Come, here's the map: ſhall we divide our 

According to our threefold order ta'en ? [right, 
Mart. Th” Archdeacon hath divided it 

Into three limits, very equally : | 

Euglaad, from Trent, and Severn hitherto, 

By 1 and eaſt, is to my part aſſign d: 

All weftward, Wal es, beyond the Scvern ſhore, 

And all rhe fertile land within that bound, 

To Owen Gleadower ; and, dear coz, to you 

The rermant ——__— lying off from Trent. 

And our indenturcs tripartite are drawn : 

Which bcing fealed interchangeably, 

4 buſineſs Yo this night may execute), 
o-morrow, couſin Percy, you and I, 

And my good Lord of Worceſter, will fer forth, 

To meet your father, and the Scottiih power, 

As is appointed us, at Shrewſbury. 

My father Glendower is not ready yet, 

Nor ſhall we need his help theſe fourteen days: 

WW abi that ſpace you may have drawn together 
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Sc. b. King Henry IV. 127 
Your tenants, friends, and neighbouring gentlemen. 
Glend. A thorter time ſhall fend me to you, Lords: 
And in my conduct ſhall your ladies come; 
From whom you now muſt ſteal, and take no leave; 
For there will be a world of water ſned, 
Upon the parting of your wives and you. 
* Methinks, my portion, north from Burton here, 
In quantity equals not one of yours. 
See how this river comes me crankling in, 
And cuts me from the beft of all my land, 
A huge half-moon, a monſtrous cantle out. 
I'll have the current in this place damm'd up: 
And here the ſmug and filver Trent ſhall run 
In a new channel, fair and evenly : 
It ſhall not wind with ſuch a deep indent, 
To rob me of fo rich a bottom here. 
Clend. Not wind? it ſhall, it muſt ; you ſce it doth. 
Mort. But mark, he bears his courſe, and runs me vp 


With like advantage on the other fide, 


Gelding th' oppoſed continent as much, 
As on the other fide it takes from you. 
N ar. Yes, but a little charge. will trench him here, 
And on this north fide win this cape of land, 
And then he runs ſtraight and even. 
Hot. Ill have it ſo; a little charge will do it. 
Glend. I will not have i alter d. 
Hot. Will not you? 
Clend. No, nor you ſhall not. 
Het. Who ſhall fay me Nay ? 
Glend. Why, that will I, | 
Hot. Let me not underſtand you then, 
Speak it in Welch. | | 
Glend. I can ſpeak Engliſh, Lord, as well as you, 
Fer I was train'd up in the Engliſh court: 
Where, being young, I framed to the harp 
Many an Engliſh ditty, lovely well, 
And gave the tongue a, helpful ornament; 
A virtue that was never ſeen in you. | 
Hot. Marry, and I'm glad of it with all my heart, 
* had rather be a kitten, and cry, Me 
Than one of theſe fame metre-ballad-mongers ; 


«© I'd rather hear a brazen candleſtick turn'd, 
L 
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Or a dry wheel grate on the axle- tree, 

And that would nothing ſet my teeth on edge, 

«© Nothing fo much as mincing poetry; 

« Tis like the forc'd gate of a ſhuffling nag. 
Glend. Come, you thall have Trent turn'd. 
Hot. I do not care; . 

To any well-deſerving friend; - 

But in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 

Iv and oo te ahh tat a tub. 

Are the indentures drawn? ſhall we be gone ? 
Nr 


(Un hatte the writer ), and 


Break with your wives of your departure hence: 
I am afraid my daughter will run mad; 
So much ſhe doateth on her Mortimer. LExit. 


EE ESE = 
Mort. Fie, couſin Percy, how you croſs my father? 
- ſometime 


Hot. I cannot he me, 
« With telling of the * — and the ant , 
Olf dreamer lin, and his prophecies ; 

« And of a dragon, and a finleſs fiſh, 
% A clipt-wing griffin, and a moulting raven; 
«© A couching lion, and a ramping cat: 
4 And ſuch a deal of ſſcimble - ſcamble ſtuff, 

«« As puts me from my faith. I tell you what, 
« He held me the laſt night at leaſt nine hours, 
« In reck'ning up the feveral devils names, ; | 
« That were his lackeys: I cry'd, Hum, —and, Well, — 
But mark'd him not a word. O, he's as tedious 
As a tir'd horſe, or as a railing wife; 

Worſe than a ſmoaky houſe, Ta rather live 
With cheeſe and garlick, in a windmill, far, 
Taan feed on cates, . 
In any ſummer-houſe in Chriſtendom. 

ort. In faith, he is a worthy gentleman; 
Exccedingly well read, and proſited | 
In ſtrange concealments; valiant as a lion; 

* He means the writer of the articles. Mr Pope. 


+ This alludes to an old prophecy which is ſaid to have induced 
Oven Clendower to take arms 2 King Henry. See Hall's 


| exronicle, folio 30. Dis "_ 


duced 
Hall's 


Sc. 3. King Henry IV. 123 
And wondrous affable ; as bountiful 
As mines of India. Shall I tell you, couſin ? 
He holds your temper in a high reſpec, 
And curbs himſelf, even of his natural ſcope, 
When you do croſs his humour; faith, he does. 
] warrant you, that man is not alive | 
Might ſo have tempted him as you have done, 
Witkourt the taſte of danger and reproof. 


But do not uſe-it oft, let me intreat you. 


Wor. In faith, my Lord, you are too wilful-blame, 
And, fince your coming here, have done cnough 
To put him quite beſides his patience. 


You mult necds kara, Lord, ass 


Though ſometimes it ſhews greatneſs, courage, blood, 


(And that's the deareſt grace it renders you); 
Yet oftentimes it doth preſent harſh rage, 


 Defe&t of manners, want of government, 


Pride, . 
The leaſt of which, hauntin g a nobleman, | 
Loſeth mens 1 and le Reed > nin 


[ſpeed ? 
: good manners be your 
n take our leave. 


SCENE III. Enter Glendower, with the Ladies. 


Mort. This is the deadly ſpight that an 

My wife can {peak no Engliſh, --, -- 
Glend. My daughter weeps, ſhe will not part with 

nie « Gi ran, hoes Oe ane. [you ; 
Mort. Good father, r 

Shall follow in your conduct f. 


[Glendower ſpeats #2 her in Welch, and ſhe an- 


fwers him in the ſame. 


Wee Charlotry, 


[ Lady ſpeaks in Welch. 
Mort. I underſtand thy looks; that pretty Welch, 


Which thou pour'ſt down ſrom thoſe two fwelling hea- 


Jam too perfect in: and, but for ſhame, [ vens,, 
In fuch a parly ſhould I anſwer thee. 


pu Lady again in Welch. 


Glend. She's deſp rate here: a peevith ſelf-wil'd 
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724 The Fu Part of Ae 111. 
I vnderftand thy kiſſes, and thou mine; 

And that's a feeling difputation : 

But I will never be a truant, love, 

Til I have learn'd thy language ; for thy tongue 
Makes Welch as fweet as ditties highly penn d, 

Sung by a fair Queen in a fummer's bower, 


With raviſhing diviſion to her lute. 


Cleud. Nay, if thou melt, then will ſhe run mad. 
[The Lady ſheaks again in li elit 
Mert. O, I am Ignorance itſelf in this. 
G lend. She bids you, 
„ All on the wanton ruſhes lay you down, 
« And reſt your gentle head upon her lap 
« And the will fing the ſong that you, 
And on your eye-lids crown the God of Sleep, 
© Charmiag your blood with ing heavineſs ; 
* Making fuch diſf'rence betwixt * and ſleep, 
« As is the diff rence berwixt day and night, 
The hour before the heav'nly-harneſs d team 
1 Begins his golden progreſs in the eaſt. 
Mort. Wich all my heart I'll fit, and hear her fing > 
By that time will our book I think be drawn. 
Glend. Do ſo; 
And though th' muſicians that ſhall play to you 
Hang in the air a thoufand leagues from hence ; 
Let rait they ſhall be here; fir, and attend. 
Het. Come, Kate ; thou art in lying down: 
come, quick, quick, that I may lay my head in thy lap. 
Lady. Go, ye giddy gooſe. [The muſic plays. 
Hot. Now I perceive the devil underſtands Welch: 
and Vis ne marvel, be is io hamarons, by's hedy, he's 
a good muſician. 
Lady. Then would you be nothing but muſical, for 


you are altogather govern d by humours : lie ſtill, ye 


thief, and hear the Lady ſing in Welch. 


Het. I bad rather hear Lady my brach howl in Iriſh, 


Lady. Would'ſt have thy head broken : 
Hot. No. | 

Lady. Then be ſtill. 

Hot. Neither, tis a woman's fault. 
Lady. Now God help thee ! 
Het. To the Welch Lady's bed. 


Sc. 4. King Henry TV. 125 


Lady. What's that? 
Hot. Peace, ſhe ſings. 
[Here the Lady ings a Welch forg. 


too. 


Come, I'll have your 

Lady. Not mine, in good footh. 

Hot. Not your's, in good footh! you fwear like a 
eomfit-maker's wife; not you, in good footh; and, as 
true as I lire: and, as God fhall mend me; and, as 
ſure as day: and giveſt fuch farcenet ſurety for thy 
oaths, as if thou eb. walk d' ſt further than Finibury.. 
Swear me, Kate, like a Lady, as thou art, 

A good mouth- filling oath, and leave iu, 
And ſuch proteſt of pepper-ginger-bread, 
To velvet-guards, and Sunday citizens. 
Come, fag. | 

Lady. | 2 not ſing. 

Hot. "Tis the next way to turn tailor, or be Robin- 
red-breaſt teacher: if the indentures be drawn, I II 
away within theſe two hours: and fo come in when ye 
wall. Ext. 

Glead. Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are as low , 
As hot Lord Percy is on tire to go. 

By this our book is drawn: we will but ſeal, 
And then to horſe immediately. | 
art. With all my heart. [ Execant - 


8 . _ 
Clanges to the prefence-chamber in Windjor. 
Euter Kirg Henry, Prince of Wales, Lords, and 5theri,, 


K. Henry. Lerds, give us leave; the Prince of Wales 


Mutt have ſome private conference: but be ne: ar, {ard I. 
For we ſhall preſently have need of you. 


7 Lerdi. 
I know not whether God will have it ſo, 


For ſome diſpleaſing fervice “ I have done; 
That, in his ſecret dom, out of my blond 
He breeds rerengement and a ſcourge for me: 
Fut thou doſt in thy paſſages of Ef: 

Make me believe, that thou art only mark d 


fſerrite, fr alan, Gi = 
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726 De Fiſt Part f A@nr. 
Far the hot vengeance * and the rod of Heav'n, 

To punifiz my miſ-treadings. Tell me elſe, 

Could ſuch inordinate and low deſires, 

Such poor, ſuch baſe, ſuch lewd, ſuch mean attaints, 
Such barren pleaſures, rude 
As thou art match'd withal and grafted to, 

Accompany the greatneſs of thy blood, 

And hold their level with thy princely heart? 

P. Henry. So pleaſe your T— FE with I coul# 

Quit all offences with as elcar e: 

As well as, I am doubtleſs, I can purge 

Myſelf of many I am charg'd withal. 

Yet ſuch extenuation let me beg, 

As, in reproof of many tales dern d., 
Which oft the ear of greatneſs needs muſt hear, 
By fmiling pick-thanks and bafe news-mongers ; 
I may for "fome things true (wherein my youth 
 Hath faulty wander d, and irregular) 

Find pardon on my true ſubmiſſion. 

R. Henry, Hcar 'n pardon thee: yet let me wonders 
At thy affections, which do hol a wing [Harry, 
Quite from the flight of all thy anceſtors. 

Thy place in council thou baſt rudely loſt, 
Which by thy younger Erother is ſupply d; 
And art almoſt an alien to the hearts 
Of all the court and princes of my blood. 
The hope and expe tation of thy time 
Is ruin'd, and the foul of every man 
Prophetically does fore- think thy fail. 
Had 1 ſo tavith of my preſence been, 
80 coramon hackney ' d in the eyes of mea, 
+ So flaie and cheap to vulgar company; 
Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 
Had ſtiil kept loyal to poſſeſuon; 
And left me in reputeleſs baniſliment, 
A fellow cf no mark nor hkelikood. 
« But being ſeldom ſeen, I could not ſtir, 
But, kke a comet, I was wonder d at! 
* That men would tell their children, This is he: 
Others would fay, Where? which is — 
And then I ſtole all courteſy from heav'n, 


„ appo ated for the inſtrument of vengeance, 
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Sc. 4. King Henry TY. 
And dreſs'd myſelf in much humility, 
That I did pluck allegiance from mens” hearts, 
Lun _— and falutanons from their mouths, 
Even in the preſence of the crowned King. 

I 64 Loop my protee held 2nd now, 


127 


With ſhallow jeſters, and raſh bern wits, 
Soon kindled, and foon burnt ; ſcarded his ſtate ; 
+ Mingled his royalty with carping fools ; 

5 Fad bs get ese wit hi for; 


2 


. 
Enfeoff d himſelf to 

That, — ds tes — eyes, 

They furfeited with honey, and 1 
To lothe the taſte of ſweetneſs ; whereof a little 1 
More than a little is by much too much. 1 
+ So when he had occaſion to be ſeen, 1 


He was but, as the cuckow is in June, | 
Heard, not regarded; ſeen, but * 
As, ſick and blunted with — 
Afford no extraordinary ga a 
* Such :5 is bent on fun-like N Majeſty, 
When it ſhines ſeldom in admiring eyes: 
+ But rather drowz d, and hung their e Ine, down, 
+ Slept in his face, and — ſuch a 
* As cloudy men uſe to their arcs. 
+ Being with his preſence glutted, gorg'd, and full. 
And in that very — Harry, ſtand ſt thou; 
For thou hall loſt thy princely privilege 
With vile participation. Not an eye, 8 i 
But is a-weary of thy common ſight, l 
Save mine, " which hath deſir d to fee thee more; 1 
A now doth what 1 would not have it do, | il 
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P. Henry. I ſhall hereafter, my thrice - gracious Lord» 
Be more myſelf. 

K. Henry. For all the world, 

As thou art at this hour was Richard then, 

When I from France ſet foot at Ravenſpurg; 

And even as I was then, is Percy now. 

Now, by my fceptre, and my foul to boot, 

He hath more worthy intereſt to the ſtate, 

Than thou, the ſhadow of ſucceſſion ! 

For, of no right, nor colour like to right, 

He doth fill fields with harnefs ; in the realm 

Turns head againſt the kon's armed j jaws z 

And, being no more in debt to years than thou, 
Leads ancient lords and rev rend biſhops on, 

To bloody battles, and to bruiſing arms. 

What never-dying honour hath he got 

Againſt renowned Douglas; whoſe high deeds, 
Whoſe hot incurſions, and great name in arms, 
Holds from all foldiers chief majority, 

And military title capital, 

Through ali the Kingdoms that — Chrift f 
Thrice hath this Hot-fpur, Mars in ER. 
This infant warrior, in "his enterpriſes, 

Diſcomfited great Din ta en ham once, 
Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up, 

And ſhake the peace and ſafety of our throne. 

And what fay you to this ? Percy, Northumberland, 
Th' Archbiſhop's Grace of York, Douglas, and Morti- 
Capitulate againſt us, and are up. Cmer, 
But wherefore do I tell this REWS, to thee? 

Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my near'ſt and deareſt enemy? 

Thou that art like enough, through vaſſal fear, 

Baſe inclination, and the ſtart of ſpleen, 

To fight againft me under Percy's pay ; 

To dog his heels, and curt'ly at his frowns, 

To ſhuw how much thou art degencrate. 

P. Henry. Do not think fo, you ſhall not fiad it ſo ; 
And Fleav'n forgive them, that ſo much have {way «4 
Your Majeſty's Zood thoughts away from me & 

I will redeea all zuis oa Percy's Brad, 
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Azl in the cloſing of fone glorious day, 

Be bold to tell you, that I am your for ; 

When I will wear a garment all of blood, 

And ſtain my favour in a bloody maſlc. 

Which, waſa'd away, thall — my ſhame with it. 

And that ſhall be the day, whene'er it lights, 

That this fame child of honour and renown, 

This gallant Hot-ſpur, this all-praiſed Knight, 

And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet. 

For every honour fitting on his helm, 

Would they were multwudes, and on my head 

My fhames redoubled ! for the time will come, 

That I ſhall make this northern youth exchange 
ti's glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my factor, good my Lord, 

T 'ingrofs up glorious deeds on my behalf : 

And I will call him to fo ſtrict account, 

That he ſhall render every glory up, 

Yea, even the ſſighteſt worſhip of his time, 

Or I will tear the reck'ning from his heart. 

This in the name of heav'n I promiſe here: 

The which, if I perform, and do ſurvive, 

do beſeech your Majeſty, may falve 

The long-grown wounds of my intemperature: 

If not, the end of life 8 all bonds; 

And I will die a hundred thouſand deaths, 

Ere break the ſmalleſt parcel of this vow. | 

K. Henry. A hundred thoufand rebels dic in this: 

| Thou ſhalt have charge, and ſovereign truſt herein. 


Exter Blunt. 


How now, good Blunt ? thy looks are fall of ſpeed. 
Blunt. So is the buſineſs that J come to ſpeak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath feat word, 

Thu Douglas and the Engliſh rebels met 
n at Shrewſbury, 
mighty and a fearful head they are, 

If promiſes be kept on every hand, 
As ever offer'd foul play in a ſtate. 
K. Henry - The Earl of Weſtmorland ſet forth to-day, 
Whi dis war Gow Lord John of Lancaſter ; p 
For this advertiſement is five days old. 
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On Wedneſday next, Harry, thou ſhalt fer forward. 
On Thurſclay, we ourſelves will march: our meeting 
Is at Bridgnorth ; and, Harry, you ſhall march 
Through Glo'fterſhirs : by which, ſome twelve days 
Our general forces at Bridgnorth ſhall meet. hence, 
Our hands are full of buſineſs: let's away, | 
Advantage feeds them fat, while we delay. [Exeunt. 
. 
Changes t; the Baar't head tavern in Zaſt- cheap. 
Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 


Fal. Bardolph, am not I fall'n away vilely, fince this 


haſt action? Do I not bate ? do I not dwindle ? why, 


my ſkin hangs about me like an old lady's looſe gown. 
I am wither'd like an old apple, John. Well, I'll re- 
pent, and that ſuddenly, while I am in ſome liking. I 
ſhall be out of heart ſhortly, and then I ſhall have no 


. 
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Bard. Why, Si 


Act 111,” 


. es TEMES. 


Nr 


the night betwixt tavern and tavern ; — r 
thou haſt drunk me, would have bought me lights as 
good cheap, at the deareſt chandler's in Europe. I have 
maintain'd that Salamander of your's with fire, any time 
this two and thirty years, heav'n reward me for it ! 
Bard. Sblood, I would my face were in your belly. 
Fal. God-a-mercy ! fo ſhould I be fure to be bear- 


many a hair; and I'll be fworn, my pocket was pick'd ; 
80 to, you ave © wenn. ga. 

Hoſt. Who I? I defy thee; I was never call'd fo in 
mine own houſe before. 

Fal. Go to, I know you well enough. 


Heſs. No, Sir John: you do not know me, Sir John. 


I know you, Sir John; you owe me money, Sir John, 
and now you pick a > geared w_degaile me of ©. i 
bought you a dozen of ſhirts to your back. = 
Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas. I have given them 


to bakers” wives, and they have made — of _ | 
Haß. Now, as I am a true woman, Holland of eight 


99 2 Sir John, 


Fal. Ye lye, hoſteſs; Bardolph was ſhav'd, and loft | 
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for your diet, and by-drinkings, and money lent vou, 
four and twenty pounds. 

Fal. He had his part of it, let him pay. 

Hoſt. He? alas! he is poor, he hath nothing. 

Fal. How, poor? lock upon his face: what call you 
rich? let him coin his noſe, let him coin his checks: 
IL not pay a denier. What, will you make a younker 
of me? ſhall I not take mine caſe in mine ian, bur I 
ſhall have my pocket pick d? I have loſt a ſeal-ring 
of my grandfather's, worth forty mark. 

Hoſt. O Jeſu! I have heard the Prince tell him, 1 
n 

Fil. How ? the Prince is a Ja — ak- up; and 
if he were here, I would A him ike = dog, 1 


SCENE Vi 


Enter Prince Henry marching, and Peto playing en hi. 


iruncheon like à fe. FalftaT meets 3 


Fal. How now, lad ? is the wind in that door? muſt 
we all march ? 

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate- faſſiion. 

Haft. My Lord, I pray you, hear me. 

P. Henry. What fay'ft thou, Miftrefs Quickly; how 


does thy huſband? I love kim well, he is an honeſt man. 


Het. Good my Lord, hear me. 
Fal. Pr'ythee, let her alone, and lit to me. 
P. Henry. What ſay t thou, Jack? 


Faul. The other nig I fell aſleep here behind the 


arras, and had my pocket pick d. This houſe is turn'd 
bawdy-houſe, they pick pockets, 
P. Henry. What didſt thou loſe, Jack? 85 
Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? three or four bonds 
of forty pounds a- piece, and à ſcal- ring * 
father's. 
P. Henry. A triſle, ſome ei;!-t-penny matter. 
Hes. 1 told him, my Lord; and I faid, I heard 


Four Grace ſay ſo; and, my Lord, be ſpeaks moſt vilel; 
of you, Me © feats man as he is ; and ſaid, he 


would cudgel you. 
. Eeury. What! he did not? 


78 
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in me elſe. 
Fal. There's no more faith in thee than in a ſtew'd 
prune; no more truth in thee than in a drawn fox *; 
ö dibnbe may be the depe- 
ty's wife of the ward to thee. Go, you thing, go. 
Hoſt. Say, what thing? what thing? 

Fal. What thing ? why, a thing to thank God on. 
Hoft. I am nothing to thank God on, I would thou 
mould'ſt know it: I am an honeſt man's wife; and, 
ſing thy knighthood aide, thou art a knave to call 
me 

Fal. Setting thy womanhood aſide, thou art a beaſt 
to ſay otherwiſe. 

Hot. Say, what beaft ? thou knave, thou. 

Fal. What beaſt ? why, an otter. 

. Henry An otter, Sir John, why an otter ? 

Fal. Why ? ſhe's neither ſiſli nor fleth ; a man knows 
not where to have her. 

Hoſt. Thou art an unjuſt man in ſaying ſo: th a 
any man knows where to have me ; thou knave, thou ! 


P. Henry. Thou lay it true, Hoſteſs, and he flanders - 
thee moſt groſs] | 


Yo 
Hoſt. So he doth you, my Lord, and faid this other 
day, you-ow'd him a thouſand 
P. Henry. Sirrah, do I owe you a thouſand 


Fal. A thouſand pound, Hal ? a million; = 
is worth a million: thou ow'ft me thy love. 


Hoſt. Nay, my Lord, he call'd you Jack, 25 
he would a you. 
Fal. Did I, ? 


Bard. Indeed, Sir John, you fd ſo. 
Fal. Yea, if he faid my ring was 


was copper. 
P. Henry. I fay, * tis copper. Dar'ſ thou be as good 
as thy word now ? 


Fal. Why, Hal, thou know'R, as thou art but a man 


I dare; but as thou art a Prince, I fear thee, as I fear 
the roaring of the hon's whelp. 


P. Henry. And why not as the lion ? 
Fal. The King himfelf is to be fear'd as the lion; 


* A fex that hath been often hunted, 
Vou IV, M 
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doſt thou think LI fear thee as I fear thy father; nay, 
if I do, let my pirdle break! 

— Henry. O, if it ſhould, how would thy guts fall a- 
bout thy knees! But, Sirrah, there's no room for faith, 
truth, nor honeſty, in this boſom of thine ; it is all fill'd 
up with guts and midriſfſ. Charge an honcſt woman 
with picking thy pocket ! why, thou whorfon, impu- 
dent, imboſs'd raſcal, if there were any thing in thy 
pocket but tavern-reckonings, memorandums of bawdy- 
houſes, and one poor penny-worth of fugar-candy to 
wake thee long-winded; if thy pocket were inrich'd 
with any other injuries but theſe, I am a villain; and 
vet you will ſtand to it, you will not pocket up wrongs. 
Art thou not aſham'd ? 

Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? thou know ſt, in the ſtate 
of innocency Adam fell: and what ſhould poor Jack Fal- 


ſtaff do in the days of villany ? thou ſeeſt, I have more 


neſh than another man, and therefore more frailty. You 
conf:{s, then, you pick'd my pocket ? 

P. Kerry. It appears fo by the ſtory. : 
Fal. Hoſteſs, I forgive thee : go make ready break- 

ſaſt; love thy huſband, look to thy fervants, and cheriſh 

thy gueſts: thou ſhalt find me traGiable to any honeſt 
reaſon: thou ſecſt, I am pacify'd ſtill. Nay, I pr'y- 
thee, be gone. [Exit Hoſteſs. 
Now, Hal, to the news at court : for the robbery, lad, 
ho is that anſwer'd? 

P. Henry, O my ſweet beef, I muſt ſtill be good angel 
tothce. The money is paid back again. 

Fal. O, I do not like that paying back; tis a double 
labour. | 

J. Henry. I am good friends with my father, and 
may do any thing. 
Fal. Rob me the exchequer the firſt thing thou do'ſt, 
and do it with unwaſh'd hands too. 

Bard. Do, my Lord. 

P. Henry. I have procur'd thee, Jack, a charge of 
foot. 5 

Fal. T would it had been of horſe. Where ſhall I 
£nd one that can ſteal well? O, for a fine thief, of two 
and twenty, or tacreabouts ; I am heinouily unprovided. 
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Well, God be thank d for theſe rebels, they oſſend none 
but the virtuons ; I laud them, I praife them. 
P. Henry. Bardolph. 
Bard. My Lord? 
P. Henry. Go bear this letter to Lord John of Lan- 


caſter, to my brother Join; this to my Lord of Weſt⸗ 


morland. Go, Peto, to horte, Fr thou and | have thirty 
miles to ride yet ere dinner-time. Jack, mect me to- 


morrow in the Temple-hall at two o'clock in the after- 


noga, there {halt thou know thy charge, and there re- 
ccive monty and order for their furniture. 
The land is burning, Percy ſtands on high ; - 
And either they or we mutt lower lie. 
Fai. Rarz words! brave world! Hoitcfs, my break- 
fait, Come: | 


Ob, I could * — at LE: unt. 


a ST FT 39, . 
Changes to Slrewsbury. 
Enter Hot-ſpur, Worceſter, and Douglas. 


Mot. V 7 Ell ſaid, my Noble Scot; if ſpeaking tr, 
In this fine age, were not thun 

Such attribution ſhould the Douglas hav. | 

As not a ſoldier of this ſeaſon's , = 

Should go fo gen'ral current through word 

By — cannot flatter : I defy 

The tongues of ſoothers. But a braver place 

In my heart's love hath no man than yourſelf. 


| Nay, taſk me to my word; approve me, Lord. 


Doug. Thou art the King of honour : 


you. 
Mef. Thefe come from your father. 
Hat. Leners from him ? why comes ke nor kimkl 


| 
1 
| 
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Meſ. He cannot come, my Lord, he's grievons fick. 
Hit. Heav'ns! how has he the leifure to be fick 

In fuch a juſthng time ? who leads his power ; 

Under whoſe government come they along? 

Me. His letters bear his mind, not I. 

Hot. His mind! 

Mor. I pr'ythee, tell me, doth he keep his bed ? 

Me. He did, my Lord, four days ere I ſet forth: 
And at the time of my departure thence, 


He was much fear'd by his phyſicians. 
Mor. I would the ſtate of ne ind Gaſt ders whats, 


Fre he by ſickneſs had been viſited; 


Eis health was never better worth than now. 

Hit. Sick now! droop now] this ſickneſs doth infect 
The very life-blood of our enterpriſe; 
Tis catching hither, even to our camp. 
He writes me here, that inward ſickneſ ——— 
And chat his friends by deputation 
Could rot fo icon be drawn: nor thought he meet 
To lay fo dangerous and dear a truſt 
On any ſcul remov'd, but on his own. 
Yet doth he give us bold advertiſement, 
That with cur ſmall conjunction we ſhould on, 
To fee how Fortune is diſpos d to us: 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now; 
Becauſe the King is certainl7 poſſeſs'd 
Or all our pur poſcs. What ſay you to it? 

Mar. Your ſather's ſickneſs is a maim to us. 

ct, A perilous gaſh, a very limb lopp'd off: 
And yet, ia faith, dis not; bis preſent want 
Sezms more than we thall find it. Were it good, 
To ſet the exact wealth of all our ates | 
All at one cat; to ſet ſo rich a main 
Ca the nice hazard of one doubrful hour ? 
It were not good ; for therein ſhould we read 
The very bottom, and the ſoul of hope, 
The very lift, the very utmoſt bound 
Of all bur for tunes. 

Deng. Faith, and fo we ſhould ; 
Where now remains a ſweet reverſion. 
We now may boldly ſpend upon the hope 
Of what is to come in: 
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A comfort of retirement lives in this. 

Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto, 
If that the devil and miſchance look big 
Upon the maidenhead of our affairs. 

or. But yet I would your father had been here: 
The quality and hair of our attempt 
Brooks no diviſion : it would be thought 
By fome, that know not why he is away, 
That wifdom, loyalty, and mere diſlike 
Of our proceedings, kept the Earl from hence. 
And think how ſuch an apprehenſion 
May turn the tide of fearful faction, 
And breed a kind of queſtion in cur cauſe : 
For well you know, we of th' off-nding fide 
Mult keep > aloof from ſtrict arbirriment ; 
And ſtop all ſight-holcs, every loop, from whence 
The eye of reaſon may pry in upon us. 
This abſence of your father draws a curtain, 
That ſhews the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dream'd upon. 
Hot. You ſtrain too far. 

I rather of his abſence make this uſe: 

I lends a luſtre, and more great opinion, 
A larger dare to our great enterprif 
Than if the Earl were here : for men muſt think, 
It we without his help can make a head, 
To puſh againſt the — ; with his help 
Ve thall o'erturw it ropty-turvy down, 
Yer all goes well, yet all our joints are whole. 
Doug. As heart can think ; there is not ſuch a word 
Spoke of in Scotland, as tius term of fear. 


SCENE H. Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 
Hot. My coufin Vernon, welcome, by my foul ! 
Fer. Pray God my rews bs worth a welcome, Lord. 
The Earl of Weſtmorland, ſeven thouſand ſtrong, 
Is marching hither, with Prince John of Lancaſter, 
Hot. No harm; what more ? 
Fer. And further, I have learn'd. 


The King himſelf in perſon hath ſet forth, 
Or hitherwards iaterded ipcedily, 
With ſtrong and mighty Preparation. 

M 


3 


Hat. He ſhall be welcome too: where is his ſon, 
The nimble-footed mad-cap Prince of Wales, 

And his comrades, that daft the world aſide, 

And bid it paſs ? 

Ver. All farniſh'd, all in arms, 

All plum'd like eſtridges, that with the wind 

Baited * like eagles, having lately bath d: 

Glittering in golden coats like images, 

As full of ſpirit as the month of May, 

And gorgeous as the ſun at midſummer; 

Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls, 

I faw young Harry with his beaver up, 

His cuiſſes on his thighs, gallantly arm'd, 

Riſe from the ground like feather'd Mercury; 

And vaulted with ſuch eaſe into his feat, 

As if an angel dropp'd down from the clouds, 

To turn and wind a fiery Pegaſus, 

rn 
Hot. No more, no more; worſe than the ſun in 

March, 
This praiſe doth nouriſh agues; let them come. 
come like ſacriſices in their trim, 

And to the tire-ey'd maid of ſmoaky war, 

All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them. 

The mailed Mars ſhall on his altar fit 

Up to the cars in blood. I am on fire, 

To bear this rich reprifal is fo nigh, 

And yet not ours. Come, let me take my horſe, 

Who is to bear me, like a thunder-bolt, 

Againſt the boſom of the Prince of Wales. 

Harry to Harry ſhall (not horſe to horſe) 

Meet, and ne'er part, till one drop doun a corſe. 

Oh, that Glendower were come ! 

Ver. There is more news : 

F learn'd in Worceſter, as I rode along, 

He cannor draw his pow'r this fourteen days. 
Dang. That's the worlt tidings that I hear of yet. 
Wor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a froſty ſound. 
Hat. What may the King's whole battle reach unto? 
Fer. To thirty thouſand. 

i. e. flutter'd the wings. Mr Popc. 


i. e. bewitch, charm. Mr Pope. 
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Hat. Forty let it be; 
My father and Glendower being both away, 
The pow'r of us may ferve fo great a day. 
Come, let us take a muſter ſpeedily : 
Dooms-day is near ; die all, die merrily. 
= Talk not of dying, I am out of fear 
Of death, or death's hand, for this one half-year. 


[Exennt. 


SCENE WH 
Changes to a public road near Coventry, 
Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 


Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry; ſill me 
bottle of ſack : our ſoldiers ſhall march through : we'll 
to Sutron-cop-hill to-night, 

Bard. Will you give me money, Captain? 

Fal. Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This bottle makes an angel. 

Fal. Adi i fn. rhe in for thy labour; and if iz 
make twenty, take them all, I'll anſwer the 
Bid my Lieutenant Peto meet me at the town's end. 

Bard. I will, Captain; farewel. Exit. 

Fal. If I be not aſham'd of my en 3] am © 
fowe'd gurnet. I hare miſus'd the King's preſs dam- 
nably. I have got, in exchange of an hundred and 
« fifty ſoldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. Ipreſs 
Ire houſholders, yeomens” ſors ; in- 

quire me out contracted bachelors, fach as had been 
* a(k'd twice on the banes : ſuch a of warm 
+ ſlaves, as had as lieve hear the devil as a drum; ſuch 
as fear the report of a culverin, worſe than a ſtruck 
* _ or a hurt wild duck. I preſs me none but ſuch 

3 e 


* 28 | | 
+ glutton's dogs licked his fores; and fuch as indeed 
« were never ſoldiers, but diſcarded unjuſt fervingmen, 

* younger fons to younger brothers, revolted 
6 


tapſters, 
n. the cankers of a calm world 
2 long peace; ten times more diſhonourably rag- 
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© ged, than an old-fcait ancient; and ſuch have I to fill 
* up the rooms of them that have bought out their ſer- 
« yices; that you would think I had a hundred and ſifty 
* water's prodig; ale, lately come from fwine-keeping, 
* from eating draft and ahulks. A mad fellow met me 
© on the way, an! told me, I had unloaded all the gib- 
* bets, and prels'd the dead bodies. No eye hath ſeen 
© ſuch ſcare-crows. I'll not march through Coventry 


© with them, that's flat. Nay, and the villains march 


« wide betwi ct the legs, as if they had gyves on; for, 

* ind-ed, I had the molt of them out of priſon. There * 3 
© but a ſhirt and a half in all my company, and the 
© half-ſhirt is two napkins tack'd together, and thrown 
© over the ſhoulders like a herald's coat without fleeves ; 
and the ſhirt, to ſay the truth, ſtoln from my hoſt of 
St Alban's, or the red-ngs'd inn-keeper of Daintry. 
But that's all one, they U find linen enough on every 


* hedge. 
Enter Prince Henry and Weſtmorland. | 
P. Henry. How now, blown Jack ? how now, quilt ? 
Fal. What, Hal ? how now, mad wag, what a devil 


doſt thou in Warwickſhire? My good Lord of Weft- 


mor land, I cry you mercy ; I thought your Honour had 
already been at Shrewſbury, 

Met. Faith, Sir John, tis more than time that I were 
there, and you too; but my powers are there already. 
The King, [ can tell you, looks for us all; we mutt a- 
way all to-night. 

Fal. Tat, never fear me, 182 vigilant as a cat to 
ſteal cream. 

P. Henry. I think to ſteal cream, indeed; for thy 


theft hath already made thee butter. But tell me, Jack, | 


whoſe fellows are theſe that core after ? 
Fal. Mine, Hal, mine. 
P. Henry. I did neter fee ſuch pitiful raſcals. 


Fal. Tut, tut, good enough to toſs; food for powder, 


food for powder; they II fill a pit as well as better; 
tuſh, man, mortal men, mortal men. 

ne. Ay, but, Sir Ichn, methinks they are exceed- 

ing poor and bare, too beggarly. 


. Faich, for their poverty, I now not where thay 


ho, Y 
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had that; and for their bareneſs, I am ſure they never 
learn'd that of mes. : | 

P. Henry. No, I'll be ſworn, unleſs you call three 
fingers on the ribs, bare. But, Sirrah, make haſte. 
Percy is already in the field. 

Fal. What, is the King incamp'd? 

Wet. He is, Sir John: I fear we ſhall ſtay too long. 

Fal. Well, I 
The latter end of a fray, and beginning of a feaſt, 
Fits a dull fighter, and a keen gueſt. [Txeunt, 


SCENE IV. Changes 12 Shrewibury, 
Enter Hot-fpur, Worceſter, Douglas, and Vernon. 


Hot. We ll fight with him to-night. 

. gr. It may not be. 

Doug. You give him then advantage. 

Ver. Not a whit. 

Hot. Why fay you ſo? looks he not for ſupply ? 
er. So do we. 
Hot. His is certain, ours is doubtful, 
Mer. Good couſin, be advis'd; ftir not to-night. 
Ver. Do not, my Lord. | 

Doug. You do not counſel well 

You ſpeak it out of fear, and from cold heart. 

Ver. Do me no ſlander, Douglas: by my life, 
And I dare well maintain it with my life, 
If well · reſpected honour bid me on, 
J hold as little counſel with weak fear, 
As you, my Lord, or any Scot that lives. 
Let it be ſeen to-morrow in the battle, 


Which of us fears. 

Dong. Yea, or to-night. 

Ver. Content. 

Hot. To-night, fay I. "I . 
Ver. Come, come, it may not be: I wonder much, 
Being men of fuch great leading as you are, 
That you foreſee not what impediments 

Drag back our expedition; certain horſe 

Of my couſin Vernon's are not yet come up; 

Your uncle Worceſt:r's horſe came but to-day, 

And now their pride and metal is aflecp, 
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Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 
That not a horſe is half half of himſelf. 

Hat. So are the horfes of the enemy, 
In gen'ral, journey- bated, an brought low: 
The better part of ours are full of reſt. 

ior. The number of the King's en ceedeth ours: 
For God's ſake, couſin, ſtay till all come in. 

[The trumpct ſounds a parley. 


SCENE V. Enter Sir Walter Blunt. 


Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the King, 
If you vouchſafe me hearing and reſpect. 
Het. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt: and weukt w God 
You were of our determination. | 
Some of us hve you well; and ev'n thofe ſome 
Envy your great defervingy, and good name, 
Becauſe you ore not of our quality; 
But ſtand againſt us like an enemy. 


Blunt. And Heaven defend bat ſtill I ſhould ſtand fo, 


So long as out of limit, and true rule, 


You itand againſt anointed Majetty ! 

But to my charge ——TFhe King hath fent to know 
The nature of your griefs, and whereupon 

You conjure from the breaſt of civil peace 

Such bold hoſtility, teaching his duteous land 
Audacious cruelty. If that the King 


Have any way your good deſerts forgot, 


Which he confeſſeth to be manifold, 

He bids you name your griefs ; and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall have your — wich intereſt: 

And pardoa abſolute for yourſelf, and theſe, 
ml 6 miſled by your ſuggeſtion. 


Hot. The King is kind: "and well we know, the King 


Knows at what time to promiſe, when to pay. 
My futher, and my uncle, and myſelf, 

Did give him that ſame royalty he wears : 
And wh:n he was not fix and twenty ſtrong, 
Sick in the world's r wretched and low, 


A poor unminded outlaw, fneaking home, 

My father gave him welcome to the ſhore : 

And when he heard him ſwear, and vow to God, 
6 Lancaſter, 


Se. 5. King Henry TV. 

To ſue his livery and beg his peace, 

With tears of innocence and terms of zeal; 
My father, in kind heart and pity mov'd, 
Swore him aſſiſtance, and perform'd it too. 


Now, when the Lords and Barons of the realm 


Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to him, 


They, more and lefs, came in with cap and knee ; 


Met him in boroughs, cities, villages, 
Attended him on bridges, ſtood in lanes, 


Laid gifts before him, proffer'd him their oaths, 


Gave him their heirs, as pages fellowing him 
Even at the hecls, in golden multitudes. 
He preſently, as greatnefs knows itſelf, 
Steps me a little higher than his vowW 


Made to my father, while his blood was pcor, 


Upon the naked ſhore at Ravenſpurg : 

And now, forſooth, takes on bim to reform 
Some certain edicts, and fume ſtrait decrees, 
That lay too heavy on the commonwealth ; 
Cries out upon abuſes, ſcems to weep 

Over his country's wrongs; and by this face, 
This ſeeming brow of juſtice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did ar gle for: 
Proceeded further, cut me off the heads 

Of all the fav'rites that the abſent King 
In deputation left behind him here, 


Blunt. I came not to hear this. 

Hot. Then, to the point- 
In ſhort time after, he depos'd the King; 
Soon after that depriv'd him of his life: 


And, in the neck of that, taſſe d the whole ftate. 


When he was perſonal in the Iriſh war. . 


To make that worſe, ſuffer'd Bs kinſman March 


{Who is, if every owner were right plac'd, 
Indeed his King) to be incag'd in Wales, 
There without ranſom to lie forfcited : 
Diſgrac'd me in my happy victories, 

Sought to intrap me by intelligence, 

Rated my uncle from the council-board, 

In rage, diſmiſs'd my father from the court, 


Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong, 


Ard ig concluſion drove us to zeck out 
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This head of ſafety; and withal to pry 
Into his title too, the which we find 


Too indire& for long continuance. 


Blunt. Shall I return this anſwer to the King? 
Hot. Not fo, Sir Walter; we l withdraw a while: 
Go to the King, and let there be mpawn'd 
Some ſurety for a fafe return agam ; 
And in the morning early ſhall my uncle 
Bring him our purpoſes : and fo farewel. 
Blunt. I would you would accept of grace and love! 
Hat. It may be fo we ſhall. 
Blunt. Pray heav'n you do! [Exernt. 


SCENE VI. 
Changes to the Archbiſhop of York's palace. 


Euter the Archbiſhop of York, and Sir Michel]. 
Y:rt. Hie, good Sir Michell, bear this ſcaled bricf 


With winged haſte to the Lord Mare ſhall; 
This to my couſin Scroop; and all the reſt 


To whom they are directed: if you knew 
How much they do import, you wou'd make haſte, 
Sir Mich. My Lord, I gueſs ther tenor, 
Tert. Like enough. 
"To-morrow, good Sir Michell, is a day, 
Wherein the fortune of ten thouſand men 
Muſt bids the touch. For, Sir, at Shrewſbury, 
As J am truly giv'n to underſtand, 
The King, with mighty and quick-raifed power, 
Meets with Lord Harry; and, I fear, Sir Michell, 
What with the fickneſs cf Northumberland, 
Whoſe pow'r was in the firft proportion; 
And what with Owen Glerdower's abſence thence, 
Who with them was a rated finew “ too, 


And comes not in, o'er-ruFd by prophecies ; 


1 fear the pow'r of Percy-is too weak, 
To wage an inſtant trial with the King. 
Sir Mich. Why, my good Lord, there's Douglas 
and Lord Mortimer. 
Yori. No, Mortimer is not there. 
Sir Mich. But there is Mordac, Vernon, Harry * vs 


t. e. accounted a ſtreng aid. Mr Pepe. 
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And there s my Lord of Worceſter, and a head 
Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen. 
York. And fo there is: but 1 — 
The ſpecial head of all the land together: 
The Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaſter, 
The noble Weſtmorland, and warlike Blunt; 
And many more corriv als, and dear men 
Of eſtimation and command in arms. 
Sir Mich. Doubt not, my Lord, they ſhall be well op- 
York. I hope no lefs : yet, needful tis to fear. [pos'd. 
And to prevent the worſt, Sir Michell, ſpeed ; 
For if Lord Percy thrive not, ere the King 
Diſmiſs his power, he means to viſit us; 
For he hath heard of our confederacy, | 
And 'tis but wiſdom to make ſtrong againf him: 
Therefore make haſte, I muſt go write again 
To other friends; and fo farewel, Sir Michell. [ Excunt. 


SET * SCENE I. 
| The camp at Shrewsbury. 


Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lan- 
— Earl of Weſtmorland, Sir rages 


K. Hen. OW bloodily the fun begins wan 
. == pale 
At his diftemperature. 


P. Henry. The ſouthern wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpoſes, 
And, by his hollow whiftling in the leaves, 
Foretels a tempeſt, and a dluſt ring day. 
K. Henry. Then with the loſers let it ſympathize, 
For nothing can ſeem foul to thoſe that win, 


[The trumpet ſounds, 
Erter Worceſter, and Sir Richard Vernon. 
K. H 


That you and I ſhould meet upon ſuch terms [well, 
As now we meet. You have deceiv'd our truſt, 
ka; 

Vor. IV. N 
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enry. How now, my Lord of Wor'ſter ? tis not 
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To cruſh our old limbs in ungentle fteel : 
This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 
What fay you tot? will you again unknit 
This churliſh knot of all-abhorred war, 
And move in that obedient orb again, 
Where you did give a fair and natural light; 
And be no more an exhal'd meteor, 

A prodigy of fear, and a portent 

Of broached miſchief, to the unborn times? 

War. Hear me, my Liege. 

For mine own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the lag end of my lite 

With quict hours; for J do proteſt, 

J have not ſonght the day of this diſlike, 

K. Henry. You have not ſought it, Sir 3 how comes it 

then? 

Fal. Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 

P. Henry. Peace, chewet, peace. 

Wor. It pleas'd your Majeſty, to turn your looks 
Of favour from myſelf, and all our houſe; 
And yet 1 mutt remember you, my Lord, 

We were the firſt and deareſt of your friends: 
For you, my ſtaff of office I did break 

In Richard's time, and poſted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kits your hand; 
When yet you were, in place and in accouat, 
Nothing fo ſtrong and fortunate as I. 

It was myſ-If, my brother, and his ſon, 

That brought you home, and boldly did oudare 
The dangers of the time, You ſwore to us, 
(And you did ſwear that oath at Doncaſter), 
That you did rang purpoſe Finn the face, 
Nor claim no further than your new-fall'a right; 
The feat of Gaus, dukedom of Lancaſter. 
To this we ſware our aid: but in ſhort ſpace 
It raiu d down fortune ſhow'ring on your head, 
And ſuch a flood of greatneſs fell on you, 

W hat with our help, v what with the abſent King, 
What with the injuries of a wanton time, 

The ſeeming ſuff rances that you had borne, 
And the contrarious winds that held the King 
80 long in the unlucky Irith wars, 
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Sc. 1. King Henry IV. wy. 
That all in England did repute him dead; 

And, from this ſwarm of fair advantages, 

You took occaſion to be quickly woo'd, 

To gripe the gen'ral ay ns jane hand ; 

Forgot your oath to us at 


And being fed by us, you us'd us fo, 
As that ungeatle gull, the cuckow's bird, 
Uſeth the ſparrow ; did oppreſs our neſt, 
Grew by our feeding to fo great a bulk, 
That ev'n our love durſt not come near your fight 
For fear of ſwallowing ; but with nimble wing 
On Tres Toe, ad ep 
Our of ght, and rai this prefent head : 
As you yourſelf have — againſt yourſclf, 
By unkind uſage, dangerous countenance, 
And violation of all faith and troth, 
Sworn to us in your younger enterpriſe. 
K. Henry. Theſe things, indeed, you have articulated, 
Proclaim'd at market-croſlcs, 3 
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mell havock and confuſion. 
. Henry. In both our armies there is many a ſoul 

Shall pay full dearly for this bold encounter, 

If once they join in trial. Tell your nephew, 

The Prince of Wales doth join with rh, all the world 

In praiſe of Henry Percy. By my hopes, 

(This preſent enterpriſe ſet off his head), 

I do not think a braver geatieman, 

More active, valiant, or more valued 

More daring, or more bold, is now ” 

To grace this latter age with noble derd. 

For my part, I may ſpeak it to my thame, 

I have a truant been to chivalry, 

And fo, I hear, e ie 109. 
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Yet this before my father's Majeſty, 
ae. 
Of his great name and eſtimation; 


And will, to ſave the blood on either ſide, 


Try fortune with him, in a ſingle fight. 

K. Henry. And, Prince of Wales, ſo dare we. venture 
Albeit conſiderations infinite [thee, 
Do make againſt it. No, good Wor'ſter, no, 

We love our people well; even thoſe we love 
That are milled upon your couſia's part: 
And, will they take the offer of our grace, 
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every mag, 
Shall be my friend again, and I I be his. 
So tell your couſin, and return me word 
What ke will do. But if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and dread corre tion. wait on us, 
And they ſhall do their office. So be gone; 
We will not now be troubled with reply; 
We offer falt, take it adviſedly. 

Exit Worceſter, avith Vernon. 

P. H-:nry. It will not be accepted, on my life ; 

Fhe Douglas and the Hot-ſpur both together 
Are confident : gainſt the world in arms. 


K. Henry. Heace, therefore, every leader to his charge. 


For on their anſwer we will ſet on them: 


And God befriend us, as our cauſe is juſt ! [Exeunt. 
SCENE H. Manent Prince Henry and Falſtaff. 


Fal. Hal, if thou fee me down in the battle, and be- 
ſtride me, fo; tis a point of friendſhip. 
P. Henry. Nothing bur a colofſus can do thee that 
hip. Say thy prayers, and farewel. 


5 Mee and all well. 


P. Henry. Why, thou oweſt heav'n a death. [ Exit. 
Fal. Tis not due yet. I would be loch to pay him 


before his day. What need I be fo forward with him 


that calls not on me? Well, tis no matter, honour pricks 
me on. But how if honour prick me off, when I come 
on? © How then? can honour fet to a leg? no: or an 
* arm? no: or take away the grief of a wound? no: 
* honour hath no kill in ſurgery then? no. What is 
* honour? a word. What is that word honour ? air; a 
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Se. 3. King Henry TV. 149 
« trim reckoning. ——Who hath it? he that dy'd a Wed- 
* neſday. Doth he feel it? no. Doth he hear it? no. 
« Is it inſenſible then? yen, to the dead: but will it not 
« live with the living? no: why? detraction will not 
* ſuffer it. Therefore I'll none of it; honour is a 


mere ſcutcheon, and ſo ends my catechiſm. [Exit. 


SCENE III. Changes to Percy's camp. 
Enter Worceſter, and Sir Richard Vernon. 
Wor. O no, my nephew muſt not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberal kind offer of the King. 
Ver. Twere beſt he did. 
Wor. Then we are all undone. 
AG dy ware: it cannot be, 
The King ſhou'd keep his word in loving us; 
He will Fupett us 6, and find = time 
To punith this offence in other faults. 
all our lives, ſhall be ſtuck full of eyes; 


For treaſon is but truſted like a fox, 


Who ne'er ſo tame, ſo cheriſh'd, and lock'd up, 
Will have a wild trick of his anceſtors. 
Look how we can, or fad, or merrily, 
Interpretation will miſquote our looks; 
And we ſhall feed like oxen at a ſtall, 
The better cheriſh'd, Dee 
My nephew's treſpaſs may be well forgot, 
It hath th” excuſe of youth and heat of blood; 
And an adopted name of privilege, 
A hair-brain'd Hot-ſpur, govern'd by a ſpleen. 
All his offences live upon my head, 
And on his father's. We did train him on; 
And his corruption being ta en from us, 
We as the ſpring of all, ſhall pay for all. 
Therefore, good couſin, let not Harry know, 
In any caſe, the offer of the King. 

Fer. Dcliver what you will, I fay, 'tis ſo. 
Here comes your couſin. 


SCENE Iv. Exter Hot-fpur and Douglas, 
Fat. My uncle is return'd : 


Deliver op my Lord of — 
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Uncle, what news? 
War. The King nnn . 
Doug. Defy A by the Lord of Weſtmorland. 
Het. Lord Douglas, go you then and tell him fo. 
Doug. Marry, I ſhall; and very williagly, 
[ Exit Douglas. 
Wor. There is no feeming mercy in the King, 
Hat. Did you beg any? God forbid ! 
Mar. I told him gently of our grievances, 
Of his oath-breaking ; which he mended thus, 
By now forſwearing that he is forſworn. 
He calls us rebels, traitors, and will ſcourge 
Wich haughty arms this hateful name in us. 
Enter Douglas. 
Doug. Arm, gentlemen, to arms; for I have thrown 
A brave deſiance in King Henry's teeth: 
And Weſtmorland, that was engag'd, did bear it; 
N —— cannot chuſe but bring him quickly on. 
Wer. The Prince of Wales ſtept forth before the King, 
And, nephew, challeng'd you to fingle fight. 
Het. O, would the quarrel lay upon our heads, 
And that no man might draw ſhort breath to day, 
But I and Harry y Monmouth ! Tell me, tell me, 
How thew'd his talking ? d it in contempt? 
Fer. No, by my foul: I never in my life 
Thi hears dll et nee endl, 
Unleſs a brother ſhould a brother dare 
To gentle exerciſe and proof of arms. 
He gave you all the duties of a man, 
H imm'd up your praifes with a princely tongue, 
Spoke your deſervings like a chronicle, 
Making you ever better than his praiſe : 
[BY ſtill diſpraiſing praiſe, valued with you ! *] 
©. wn to Bocatne hind, 
He made a bluſhing cital + of h. mſelf, 
And chid his truant youtli with fuch a grace, 
As if he maſter'd there a double ſpirit, 
Of reaching, and of learning, inſtantly. 
There did he pauſe ; but let me tell the world, 


* This fooliſh line is indeed in the folio of 163.3; but it is e 
dently the players“ nonſenſe, Mr Warizrion,. 
72 Gital tor taxation, 
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Sc. 5. King Henry IV. 152 
If he outlire the envy of this day, 
England did never owe ſo fweet a hope, 
So much miſconſtrued in his wantonneſs. 
Hot. Couſin, I think, thou art enamoured 
Upon his follies; never did I hear 
Of any Prince fo wild, at liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 
I will embrace him with a ſoldier's atm, 
That he ſhall ſhrink under my courteſy. 
Arm, arm with ſpeed. And, fellows, ſoldiers, friends, 
Better conſider what you have to do, 
Than I, that have not well the gift of tongue, 
Can lift your blood up with pertuaſion. 
SCENE V. Emer a Meſſenger, 
Meff. My Lord, here are letters for you. 
Hot. I cannot read them now. 
O Gentlemen, the time of life is ſhort : 
To ſpend that ſhortneſs baſely were too long, 
Tho” life did ride upon a dial's point, 
Still ending at th' arrival of an hour. 
And it we Kon. we live to tread on 
If die; brave death, . 
New, for ens confriences, the arms are fair, 
When the intent for bearing them is juſt. 
Enter anoth:r Meſſenger. 
Meß. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on apate. 
Hot. Ichank him, that he cuts me from my tale. 
For I profeſs not talking: only this, 
Let each man do his beſt. And here draw I 
A ſword, whoſe temper I intend to ftain 
Wich the beft blood that I can meer withal, 
In the adventure of this perilous day. 
Now, Eſperanza * ! "Lo and ſet on: 
Sound all the lofty inſtruments of war; 
And by that muſic let us all embrace: 
For (heaven to earth t?) ſome of us never ſhall 
A ſecond time do ſuch a courteſy. 
[ They embrace, then excurt. The trampet funds. 
* This was the word of battle on Pexcy's iide See Hall's ce. 
nicle, folio 22. Ny Pope. 
tie. one might wager heaven to earth. * 
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SCENE VL 


The King entereth with his power ; alarm to the battle. 
Then enter Douglas, and Sir Walter Blunt. 
Blunt. What is thy name, that thus in battle eroſſeſt 
What honour doſt thou ſeek upon my head? [me ? 
Doug. Kaow then, my name is Douglas, 
And I do haunt thee in the battle thus, 
Becauſe ſome tell me that thou art a King. 
Blunt. They tell thee true. 
Dong. The Lord of Stafford dear to-day hath bought 
Thy likeneſs; for inſtead of thee, King Harry, 
This fword hath ended him; ſo ſhall it thee, 
Unleſs thou yield thee as my priſoner. 
Blunt. I was not born to yield, thou haughty Scot, 
And thou ſhalt find a King that will revenge 
Lord Stafford's death. 


Fight, Blunt is Hain: then enter Hot-ſpur. 


Het. O Douglas, hadft thou fought at Holmedon thus, | 


I never had triumphed o'er a Scot. 
Doug. All's done, all's won,” here breathleſs lies the 


Hot. Where ? 

Doug. Here. 

Hot. This, Douglas ? 20 : 1 know his face full well. 
A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt, 
Scmblably furniſh'd like the King himſelf. 

„Ah! fool, go with thy ſoul, whither it goes ! 
2 Gin hen dents raw hen. 
Why didit thou tell me that thou wert a King? 

Bet. The King hath many marching in his coats. 
4 23223 I will kill all his coats; 

mu wardrobe piece, 
Until I meet the King. 5 

Hot. Up and away, 

Our ſoldiers ſtand full fairly for the day. [ Exennt. 


SCENE vn. Alarm, enter Falſtaff folus. 


© Fal. Though I could ſcape ſhot-free at London, I fear 
the ſhot here: W the pate. 


— 
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made him ſure. 


Soft, who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt? There's ho- 
nour for you : here's no vanity? I am as hot as moulten 
lead, and as heavy too. Heav'n keep lead out of me; 
I need no more weight than mine own bowels ! *©* I have 
« ſed my rag-o-muſſians where they are pepper d: 
„chere s not three of my hundred and fifty leſt alive; 


« and for the end, life. 
222 3 to beg during 


Enter Prince Henry. 
P. Henry. What, ſtand' ſt thou idle here? lend me thy 
Many a noble man lies ſtark aml ſtiff [ſword ; 


Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies ; 
Whoſe deaths are unreveng'd. Lend me thy ſword. 
Fal. O Hal, I pr'ythee, give me leave to breathe a 


while. Turk Gregory * never did fuch deeds in arms 


as I have done this day. I have paid Percy, I have 


P. Henry. He is indeed, and living to kill thee : 


I pr'ythee, lend me thy ſword. 
Fal. Nay, Hal, Sins te ere, Que art cx wy 
ſword : but take my piſtol, if thou wilt. | 
P. Henry. Give it me: what, is it in the caſe ? 
Fal. Ay, Hal, tis hot. There 's that will fack a city. 
[The Prince draws out a bottle of fack. 
P. Henry. What, is it a time to jeſt and dally now ? 
[Throws it at him, and Exit. 
Fal. If Percy be alive, he'll pierce him; if he do 
come in my way, ſo; if be do not, if I come in his 
witlogly, let him make a carbonado of me. I like not 
honour as Sir Walter hath : give me life, 
ng bone. ſo; if not, honour comes unlook'd 
for, and there's an end. . [Exit. 


* Meaning Gregory VIT. called Hildebrand. This furious frier 
ſurmounted almoſt invincible obſtacles to deprive the Emperor of 
his right of inveſtiture of Biſhops, which his predeceſſors had long 
in vain. Fox, in his hiſtory, had made this Gregory fo 
odious, that I don't doubt but the good Proteſtants of that time 
were well pleafed to hear him thus charaQterited, as uniting the at- 
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SC EN E VII. 


Alarm, Excurſions. Enter the King, the Prince, Lord 
John of Lancaſter, and the Earl of Weſtmorland. 


K. Henry. I pr'ythee, Harry, withdraw thyſelf, thou 


bleedeſt too much: Lord John of Lancaſter, go you 
with him. 


Lan. Not I, my Lord, unleſs I did bleed too. 

P. Henry. ann 
Leſt y friends. 

K. 


our retirement do amaze y 
2 I will do fo. 
My Lord of Weſtmorland, lead him to his tent. 
e. Come, my Lord, I'll lead you to your tent. 
P. Henry. Lead me, my Lord! I do not need your 


And Heav'n forbid, a ſhallow ſcratch ſhould drive 
The Prince of Wales from ſuch a field as this, 
Where ſtain'd Nobility lies trodden on, 


Our duty this way lies ; for Heav'n's fake, come. 
P. Henry. By Hear's, thou haſt deceiv'd me, Lan- 
Ceaſter; 


my £ 
K. Henry. 1 faw him hold Lord Percy at the point, 
With ludker maintenance than I dd look for 
Of ſuch an ungrown warrior. * 
P. Henry. Oh, this boy 
Lends mettle to us all.  [Exeunt. 
Manet King Henry. Enter Douglas. 
Dong. Another King? they grow, like Hydra's heads : 
I am the Douglas, fatal to all thoſe 
That wear thoſe colours on them. What art thou, 
KH The Kin? Ninkelf, who D 
enry. The K who, grieves 
W I 
And not the very King. I have two 
Seek Percy and thyſelf about the field; 
But fezing thou fall'ſt on me ſo luckily, 


bw > = 
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I will aſſay thee : fo defend thyſelf. 
Doug. | fear thou art another counterfeit ; 
And yet, in faith, thou bear'ſ thee like a King: 
But mine, I'm fure, thou art, whoe'er thou be, 
And thus I win thee. 


[They fight, the King being in danger, 
Enter Prince Henry. 


P. Henry. Hold up thy head, 8 
Nexer to hold it up 


Of Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my arms; 
It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 
Who never promiſeth, but means to pay. 
[ They fight, Douglas ieth, 
Chearly, my Lord; how fares — ke " 
Sir Nicholas Gauſey hath for ſuccour ſent, 
And ſo hath Clifton: I 'lI to Clifton ſtrait. 
K. Henry. Stay, and breathe a while; 
Thou haſt redeem'd my loft opinion, 
And ſhew'd, thou mak'it ſome tender of my life, 
In this fair reſcue thou haſt brought to _ 
P. Henry. O Heav'n! they did me too much injury, 
That ever faid, I hearken'd for your death. 
If it were fo, I might have let alone 
Th' inſulting hand of Douglas over you; 
Which would have been as ſpeedy in your end, 
As all the pois'nous potions in the world, 
And fav'd the treach'rous labour of your ſon. 
K. Henry. Make up to Clifton, 11 to Sir Nicholas 
Gauſey. [Exit, 


SCENE IX. Euter Hot-ſpur. 


Hat. If I miftake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 
P. Henry. Thou ſpeak'ſ as if I would deny my name. 
Hot. My name is Harry Percy. 
P. Henry. Then I fee 

A very valiant rebel of that name. 

I am the Prince of Wales: and think not, Percy, 

To ſhare with me in glory any more : 

Two ftars keep not their motion in one ſphere ; 

Nor can one England brock a double reign, 


Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 
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Hot. Nor ſhall it, Harry, for the hour is come 


To end the one of us; and would to Heav'n, 


Thy name in arms were now as great as mine! 


P. Henry. III make it greater ere I part from thee; 


And all the budding honours on thy creft, 


I'll crop, to make a garland for my head. 
Hat. I can no longer brook thy vanities. [ Fight. 


Enter Falſtaff. 


Fal. Well faid, Hal; to it, Hal. Nay, you ſhall | 


find no boys play here, I can tell you. 


Enter Douglas, be fights with Falſtaff, who falls down 
as if he were dead. The Prince wounds Percy. 


Hot. O, Harry, thou haſt robb'd me of my growth: 
I better brook the loſs of brittle life, 
Than thoſe proud titles thou haſt won of me; [fleſh : 
They wound my thoughts, worſe than thy ſword my 


But thought's the ſlave of life, and life time's fool; 


And time, that takes ſurvey of all the world, 

Muſt have a ſtop. O, I could propheſy, 

But that the earthy and cold hand of death 

Lies on my tongue : no, Percy, thou art duff, 

And food for = [ Dies. 
P. Henry. Worms, brave Percy. Fare thee well! 

M-wear'd ambition, how much art thou ſhrunk ! 

When that this body did contain a fpirit, 

A kingdom for it was too fmall a bound : 

But now two paces of the vileſt earth 

Is room enough ! this earth, that bears thee dead, 

Bears not alive ſo ſtout a 

If thou wert ſenſible of courteſy, 

I ſhould not make fo great a ſhow of zeal. 

But let my favour hide thy mangled face, 

And, ev'n in thy behalf, I'll thank myſelf 


For doing theſe fair rites of tenderneſs. 


Adieu, and take thy praiſe with thee to heav'n; 
Thy ignominy ſleep with thee in the grave, 

But not remember d in thy epitaph. | He fees Falſtaff. 
— What ! old acquaintance ! could not all this fleſh 


Keep in a little life? poor Jack, farewel! 


I could have better ſpar d a better man. 
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Oh, I ſhould have a heavy miſs of thee, 

If I were much in love with vanity. 

Death hath not ftruck ſo faſt a deer EY 
Though many a dearer in this bloody fray : 
Imbowell'd will I fee thee by and by; 

Till then, in blood by noble Percy he. 


SCENE X. Falſtaff i, 


Fal. Imbowell'd !——if thou imbowel me to-day, 
I'll give you leave to powder me, and cat me to-mor- 
row! Sblood, 'twas time to counterfeit, or that hot 
termagant Scot had paid me ſcot and lot too. Coumer- 
feit? 1 lye, I am no counterfeit ; to die, is to be a coun- 
rerfeit ; for he is but the — * of a man, ho hath 

not the life of a man: but to counterfeit dying, when a 
man thereby liveth, i is to be no counterfeit, but the true 
and perfect image of life indeed. The better part of 
valour is diſcretion; in the which better part I have ſa- 
ved my life. I am afraid of this gun-powder Percy, 
though he be dead. How if he ſhould counterfeit too, 
ard riſe ? I am afraid he would prove the better coun- 
rerfeit z therefore I'll make him ſure; yea, and I'lI 
ſwear I kill'd him. Why may not be rife as well as [? 
nothing confutes me but eyes, and no body fees me. 
Therefore, ſirrah, with a new wound in your thigh 
come you along with me. [Takes Hot-ſpur on bis back. 


CS CEEME 1, 


Enter Prince Henry, and John of Lancafter. 

P. Henry, Come, brother John, full bravely haſt thou 
Thy maiden ſword. [teih'd 
Lan. But foft ! whom have we here? 9 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 
P. Ferry. I did; I faw him dead, 
And breatileſs cn the ground. Art thou alive, 
Or is it fancy plays upon our eye-fight ? | 
I pr'ythee, ſp:ak, we will nat truſt our eyes 
Without our ears: thou art not what tliou ſecm'ſt. 
Fal. No, that's certain; I am not a double man; 
but if Lam not Jack FalftafF, thea am I a Jack, There 


is Percy: if your father will do me any honour, fo; if 
Vor. IV. Oo | 
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not, let him kill the next Percy himſelf. I lock either 
to be Earl or Duke, I can aſſure you. 

P. Henry. Why, Percy I kill'd myſelf, and faw thee 
dead. | 

Fal. Did'ſt thou? Lord, Lord, how the world is-giv'n 
to lying! I grant you, I was down, and out of breath, 
and fo was he; but we roſe both at an inſtant, and 
fought a long hour by Shrewſbury clock : If I may be 
believed, ſo; if not, let them that ſhould reward va- 
tour, bear the fin upon their own heads. I'll take 't on 
my death, I gave him this wound in the thigh: if the 
man were alive, and would deny it, I would make him 
eat a piece of my ſword. 

Lan. This is the ſtrangeſt tale that eber I heard. 

P. Henry. This is the ſtrangeſt fellow, brother John. 
Come, bring your laggage nobly on your back : 
For my part, if a Iye may do thee grace, 


I gild it with the happieſt terms I have. 


[4 retreat is founded. 
The trumpets ſonad retreat, the day is ours: 
Come, brother, let 's to th' higheſt of the field, 
To fee what friends are living, who are dead. 
2 3 Exeunt. 
Ful. I'll follow, as they ſay, for reward. He that 


rewards me, Heav'n reward him! If I do grow great, 


I'll grow leſs; for I'll purge, and leave ſack, and live 


- cleanly, as a nobleman ſhould do. 5 LExit. 


r 


The trumpets found. Enter Ring Henry, Prince of 


Wales, ' Lord John of Lancaſter, Earl of Weſtmor - 
land, with Worceſter and Vernon priſoners. 


K. Henry. Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke, 
U-ſpirited Wor'ſter, did we not ſend grace, 
Pardon, and terms of love to all of you ? 

And would'ſt thou turn our offers contrary ? 
Miſuſe the tenor of thy kinſman's truſt ? 
Three Knights upon our party ſlain to-day, 
A Noble Earl, and many a creature elſe, 
Had been alive this hour, | 

If like a Chriſtian thou hadſt truly borne 
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| K. Henry. Bear Worceſter to death, and Vernon too. 
| Other offenders we will 


| Upon the foot of fear, fled with the reſt; 
And, falling from a hill, he was fo bruis'd, 
That the purſuers took him. At my tent 
b | The Douglas i, and, I beſeech your Grace, 
I may diſpoſe of him. 
X. Henry. With all my heart. 
1 
Go 


yo 


t 
b 
2 
my eſtr 
f Tow'rds York ſhall bend you, with your deareft ſpeed, 
4 To meet Northumberland and Prelate Scroop, 


Who, as we hear, are buſily in arms; 

Myſelf, and you fon Harry, will tow'rds Wales, 

To fight with Glendower and the Earl of Marche, 
Rebellion in this land ſhall loſe his fray, 

Meeting the check cf ſuch ancther day; 

And fince this buſineſs fo far fair is done, 

Let us not leave, till all our own be won. [Eceunt. 
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Enter Rumour, painted full of tongues. 


PEN your ears: for which of you will ſtop 
The vent of hearing, 


| from the orieat to the drooping weſt, 
Making the wind my poſt-horſe, ſtill unfold 
The acts commenced on this ball of earth. 
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prepar d defence, 
Whilſt the big year, ſwoll'n with fome other griefs, 


Can play upon it. But what need I thus 
My well-known to anatomize 

Among my houſhold ? Why is Rumour here ? 
I run before King Harry's victory; 
Who in a bloody field by Shrewſbury 


Hath beaten down young Hot-ſpur and his troops; 


the flame of bold rebellion 


En with the rebels blood. But what mean IL 


To ſpeak fo true at firſt? my office is 

To noiſe abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell 
Under the wrath of noble Hot-ſpur's ſword ; 
And that the King before the Douglas” rage 
cs i ad bead a> tw > hack, 
This have I rumour 12 the pratins-cowns, 
Between that royal field of Sh 
And this worm-eaten hold of ragged ſtone ; 
Where Hot-ſpur's father, old Northumberland, 
Lies crafty fick. The poſts come tiring on; 
And not a man of them brings other news 
Than they have learn'd of me. From Rumour's 


They bring ſmooth comforts falſe, worſe than true 
wrongs. LExit. 


SCENE I. Northumberland caftle. 


Enter Lord Bardolph; the Porter at the door, 

Bard. we keeps the gate here, hoa? where is 
the Earl ? 
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162 The Second Part of 
Port. What ſhall I fay you are? 
Bard. Tell you the Earl, 
That the Lord Bardolph doth attend him here. 
Part. His Lordſhip is walk'd forth into the orchard; 
Pleaſe ic your Honour, 9 
And he himſelf will anſwer. 


Enter Northumberland. 


Bard. Here's the Earl. 
North. What news, Lord Bardolph? Ex 'ry minute 
now 
* Should be the father of ſome ftratagem *. 
« The times are wild: contention, like a horſe 
« Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loole, 
+ And bears down all before him. 

Bard. Noble Earl, 

I bring you certain news from Shrewſbury. 

Aorth, Good, it beav'n will! 

Bard. As good as licart can wiſh. 

The King is almoſt wounded to the death : 
And in the fortune of my Lord your fon, 
Prince Harry flain outright; and both the Blunts 
Kilf'd by the hand of Douglas: young Prince 

And Weſtmorland, and Stafford. fled the field, 
And Harry Monmonth's brawn, the hulk Sir John, 
Is priſoner to your fon. O fuch a day, 

os ne 

„ Came not till now, to dignify the times, 

& Since Czfar's fo tunes! 

North. How is this deriv'd ? 

Saw you the field? came you from Shrewſbury 

Bard. 1 fm 

thence, 
A gentleman well bred, and of good name; 
That freely render'd me thefe news for true. 

North. Here comes my fervant Travers, * 1 
On Tueſday laſt to liſten after news. [ſeat 
Bard. My Lord, I over-rode him on the way. 
And he is Eurnith's with no certainties, 

More than he, haply, may retale from me. 


* Stratagzem, for Tigorous action. 
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SCENE IH. Enter Travers. 
North. Ros; Travers, what good tidings come with 
you ? 
Tra. My Lord, Sir John Umfrevil turn'd me back 


Wich joyful tidings ; and, being better hors'd, 
Out-rode me. « After him came ſpurring hard 


« A gentleman, almoſt fore - ſpent with ay 
« That ftopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horſe. 
« He aſk'd the way to Chefter ; and of him 
„„I did demand what news from Shrewſbury. a 
« Fe told me, that rebellion had ill luck; '1q 
% And that young Harry Percy's ſpur was cold. 1 
„ With that he gave his able korſe the head, 1 
« And, bending forward, ftruck his agile heels 
« Againſt the panting ſides of his poor jade 
«© Up to the rowel-head; and, ftarting fo, 
« He ſeem' d in running to devour the way, 
Staying no longer queſtion. 
North. Ha! again: 
Said he, * Harry Percy's ſpur was cold ? 
Rebellion had ill luck ? 
Bard. My Lord, F'll tell you, 
If my young Lord your ſon have not the day, 
Upon mine honour, for a ſilken 
Pl give my barony. Ne'er talk of it. 
North. Why ſhould the gentleman that rode by Tra- 
Give then ſuch inſtances of loſs ? [vers, 
Bard. Who he ? 
He was ſome hilding fellow *, that had ſtol'n 
The horſe ate gud and, upon my life, 
| Spake at adventure. Look, here comes more news. 


HS B = W- *7 Enter Morton. 


North.“ Yea, this man's brow, like to a title-leaf, 
& Foretels the nature of a tragic volume: 
„ So looks the ftrond, whereon th' imperious flood 
« Hath left a witneſs d ufurpation. 


Say, Morton, did 'ſt thou come from Shrewſbury ? 
Mort. I ran from Shrewſbury, my Noble Lord, 
Where hateful Death put on his uglieſt maſk 


® For binderli ng, i. e. baſe, degenerate, Mr Pope. 
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To fright our party 
North. . fon and brother ? 
« Thou trembleſt ; be water == of POR 


* Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand. 


Stopping my 
But in the end, to ſtop mine ear indeed, 
Thou haſt a ſigh to blow away this 
Ending with, Brother, fon, and all are dead ! 
Mort. Douglas is living, and your brother, yet ; 
But for my Lord your fon ——— 
North. Why, he is dead. 
See what a ready tongue ſuſpicion hath ! 
He that but fears the thing he would not know, 


Hath, by inſtinct, THE. Yo Ate 


North. Yer, for all this, fay not that Pe 
I fee a ſtrange confeſſion in thine eye : 
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Sc. 3. King Henry IV. 165 
That which I would to heav'n I had not ſeen. 

But theſe mine eyes faw him in bloody ſtate, 
Rend'ring faint quittance, wearied and out-breath'd, 
To Henry Monmouth; whoſe ſw ift wrath beat down 
The never-daunted Percy to the carth, 

From whence, with life, he never more ſpru · g up. 

In few ; his death (whoſe ſpirit lent a fire 

Even to the dulleſt peafant in his camp) 

Being bruited once, took fire and heat away 

From the beſt-temper'd courage in his troops. 

For from his metal was his party ſteeF'd; 

Which once in him rebated, all rhe reft 

Turn'd on themſelves, like dull and heavy lead. 

And as the thing that's heavy in itſelf, 

Upon enforcement, flies with greateſt ſpeed ; 

So did our men, heavy in I 

Lend to this weight ſuch lig with their fear, 
That arrows fled not ſwiſter toward their aim, 
Than did our foldiers, aiming at their fafety, 

Fly from the field. Then was that noble Wor'ſter 
Too ſoon ta'en prifoner : and that furious Scot, 
The bloody Douglas, whoſe well-labouring fword 
Had three times flain th' appearance of the King, 
Can vail his ſtomach, and did grace the ſhame 
Of thoſe that turn'd their backs ; and in his flight, 
Stumbling in fear, was took. The ſum of all 
Is, that the King hath won; and hath ſent out 
A ſpeedy pow 'r to encounter you, my Lord, 


Cader the conduct of young Lancaſter 


And Weſtmorland. This is the news at full. 
North. For this I ſhall have time enough to mourn. 
In poiſon there is phyſic: and this news, 

That would, had I been well, have made me ſick, 
Being fick, hath in ſome meaſure made me well. 
And as the wretch, whoſe fever-weaken'd joints, 
Like ſtrengthleſs hinges, buckle under life, 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 

Out of his keeper's arms; ev'n ſo my limbs, 
Weaken' d. with grief, being now enrag'd with grief, 
Are thrice es. Hence therefore, thou nice 
A ſcaly gauntlet now with joints of ſteel [crutch ; 
** Muſt glove this hand. And hence, thou fickly quoif, 
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166 The Second Part of Act r. 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 

« Which princes, fleſh'd with conqueſt, aim to hit. 
% Now bind my brows with iron, and approach 
The rugged'ſ hour that time and fpite dare bring 
To frown upon th” enrag'd Northumberland ! 

* Let hew'n kifs earth ! now let not nature's hand 
Keep the wild flood confin'd ; let order die, 
* And let this world no longer be a ſtage 

To feed contention in a ling'ring act: 

«*« But let one ſpirit of the firſt-born Cain 

„ Reign in all boſoms, that each heart being ſet 


Bard. This ſtrzined paſſion doth you wrong, 
Sweet Earl, divorce not wiſdom from your hw. 
Mort. The lives of all your loving comp | 
Lean on your health ; the which, if you give o'er 
To ftormy paſſion, muſt perforce decay. 
You caſt th event of war, my Noble Lord, 
And fumm'd th account of chance, before you ſaid, 
Let us make head: it was your prefurmiſe, 
That, in the dole of blows, your fon might drop : 
You knew he walk'd o'er perils, on an edge 
More likely to fall in, than to get o'er : 


which was like to be ? 
Bard. We all that are ed to this loſs, 
Knew, „ 
That, if we wrought out life, twas ten to one: 
And yet we ventur d for the gain propos'd, 
Chok d the reſpect of likely peril fear d; 
And fince we are o er-ſet, venture agai 
Come, we will all 
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able 
1 


Y, man, is not 


brain of this fooliſh-compounded-cla 
to invent any thing that tends to laughter, more than 
invent, or is invented on me. I am not only witty in 


pride to gird at me. The 
but the cauſe that wit is in other men. I do 


with his Page bearing his 


Fal. Sirrah, you, giant! what fays the doctor to my 


ſow, that hath overwhelmed 


He faid, Sir, the water itſelf was a good healthy 
But for the party that own'd it, he might have 


more diſeaſes than he knew for. 


ſword and buckler. 


Q 
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Fal. Men of all ſorts take a 


£ 
Page. 


SCENE IV. Changes to a ftreet in London. 
Water. 


Enter Sir John Falſtaff, 
here walk before thee, like a 


myſelf, 


2 8 1 
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all her litter but one. Ange cop} rene? pe = 
ſervice for any other reaſon than to ſet me off, why, 
then I have no judgment. Thou whorſon mandrake, 
thou art fitter to be worn in my cap, than to wait at my 
heels. I was never mann d with an agot till now: but 


in the palm of my hand, Nr 
cheek ; yet he will not ſtick to ſay, his face is a face - 
royal. Heav'n may finiſh it when it will, it is not a hair 
_ amiſs yet; he may keep it till as a face-royal, for a 
barber ſhall never earn fixpence out of it; and yet he 
will be crowing, as if he had writ man ever fince his fa- 
ther was a bachelor. He may keep his own grace, but 
he is almoſt out of mine, I can aſſure him. What ſaid 


and flops ? 
Page. He faid, Sir, you ſhould him better 
aſſurance than Bardolph : he would not take his bond 


and your's, he lik'd not the ſecurity. 
Fal. Let him be damn'd like the glutton, may his 
tongue be hotter! a whorſon Achitophel, a raſcally 
yer-lecloath-knave, to bear 2 geatieman in head, and 
way rye pon ſecurity / the whorkc tes do 
— 2 and bunches of keys 
at their girdles; and if a man is thorough with them in 
honeſt taking up, then they muſt ſtand upon ſecurity. I 
had as lief they would put rats-bane in my mouth, as 
„ with ſecurity. I looked he ſhould have 
| ſent me two and twenty yards of ſatten, as I am a true 
Knight, and he fends me ſecurity. Well, he may fleep 
in ſecurity, for he hath the horn of abundance, And 
the lightneſs of his wife ſhines through it, and yer can- 
not he ſee, though he have his own lanthorn to light 
ws Where 's Bardolph ? 


. He 's gone into Smithfield to buy your Worſhip 


Fal. ] bought him in Paul's , and he'll buy me a 
22 


© 
* 
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horſe in Smithfield. If I could get me but a wife in the 


159 


ftews, I were mann'd, hors'd, and wiv'd. 
SCENE V. Enter Chief Juſtice, and Servants. 
Page. Sir, here comes the Nobleman that commirted 
the Prince for ſtriking him, about 
Fal. Wait cloſe, I will not fee him. 
Ch. Juſt. What's he that goes there? 
Serv. Falſtaff, an t pleaſe your Lordſhip. 


with ſome — to & Lord 
Ch. Fuft. What, to York ? call him back again 


Serv, Sir John Falſtaff! 
Ful. Boy, tell him I am deaf. 

Page. You muſt ſpeak louder, my maſter is deaf. 
Ch. Ju. I am fure > is, to the hearing of any thing 


goud, Go pluck him by the clbow. I muſt ſpeak 


with him. 
Serv. Sir John !——— 


wars? is there not employment ? doth not the King 
lack ſubjects? do not the rebels need foldiers ? though 
it be a thame to be on any fide but one, it is worſe ſhame 
to beg, than to be on the worſt fide, were it worſe than 
the name of rebellion can tell how to make it. 

Serv. You miſtake me, Sir. 


Fal. Why, Sir, did I fay you were an honeſt man? 


ſetting my knighthcod and my foldierſhip afide, I had 


hed in my threat, if [ had faid fo. 


Serv. I pray you, Sir, then ſet your knighthood and 
your ſoldierſhip afide, and give me leave to tell you, 
you lye in yeur throat, if you ſay I am any other than 
an honeſt man. 

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me fo? I lay aſide that 
which grows to me? if thou gett'ſt any leave of me, 
hang me; if thou tak ſt leave, thou wert better be 
hang d: you hunt- counter, hence; avaunt. 

Serv. Sir, my Lord wonld ſyeak with you. 

Ch, Zuft. Sir "John Falſtaff, a word with you, 

Fal. My good Lord! God give your Lordhip good 

Vor. IV. 2 
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time of day. I am glad to fee your Lordſhip abroad ; 
1 heard fay your Lordſhip was fick. I hope your 
Lord ſhip goes abroad by advice. Your Lordfhip, though 
not clean paſt your youth, hath yet ſome ſnuck of age 


in you, ſome reliſh of the faltneis of time; and I moſt 


humbly beſeech your Lordihip, to have a reverend care 
of your health. 5 

Ch. 7uft. Sir John, I ſent for you before your expedi- 
tion to Shrewſbury, —— 

Fal. If it pleaſe your Lordſhip, I hear his Majeſty is 
r2turn'd with ſome diſcomfort from Wales. | 

Ch. Juſt. I talk not of his Majeſty : you would not 
come when I ſent for you; | | 

Fal. fad I hear moreover, his Highneſs is fallen in- 
to this fame whorſon apoplexy. 

Ch, Ju. Well, heaven mend him! I pray, let me 
fpeak with you. 

Fal. This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of le- 
thargy, ant pleaſe your Lordſhip, a kind of fleeping in 
the blood, a whorion tingling. 

Ch. 74/t. What tell you me of it? be it as it is. 

Faul. It hath its original from much grief; from 
and perturbation of the brain. I have read the cauſe of 
it in Galen, It is a kind of deafneſs, 

Ch. Juſt. I think you are fallen into that diſeaſe; for 
you hear not what I {ay to you. 

Fal. Very well, my Lord, very well: rather, an't 
pleaſe you, it is the diſcaſe of not liſt' ning, the malady 


gf not marking, that I am troubled withal. 


Ch. Juſt. To puniſh you by the hec!s, would amend 
the attention of your ears; and I care not if I do be- 
come your phyſician, 

Fal. L am as poor as Jeb, my Lord, but not fo pa- 
tient: your Lordſhip may miniſter the potion of impri- 
ſonment to me, in reſpect of poverty ; but how I ſhould 
be your patient to follow your prefcriptions, the wiſe 
may make ſome dram of a ſcruple, or, indeed, a fcruple 
i:felt. 

Ch. Fafs. J ſent for yon, when there were matters a- 
gainſt you for your life, to come ſpeak with me. 

Ful. As I was then advis'd by my counſel learned in 

laws of this land-ſervice, did not come. 
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Ch. Fuft. Woll, the truth is, Sir John, you live in 
great inlamy. 

Fal. He that buckles him 29 cannot live in 
Iss. 

Ch. Ju. Your means are very flender, and your waſte 


18 creat, 


al. I would it were otherwiſe : I would my means 


were greater, and my waſte flenderer. 

Ch. Fa. You bare miſled the yourhful Prince. 

fal. The young Prince hath miiled me. I am the 
flow with the great belly, and he my dog. 

Ch, Fut. Well, I'm loth to gall a new-heal'd wound ; 
your day's ſervice at Shrewſbury hath a little gilded o- 
ver your night's exploit on Gads-hill, You may thank 
the an quiet time, for your quiet 0'er-poſting that action. 

Fai. My Lord 

Ch. Ju. But ſince all is well, keep it fo: wake not 
a flecping wolf, 

Fal. To wake a wolf, is as bad as to ſmell a fox. 


C6. Ju. What? you. are as a candle, the better 


part burnt out. 


Fal. A waſfel candle, my Lord; all tallow : but if T 


did lay of wax, my growth would approve rhe truth. , 
Ch. Fuft. There is not a white hair on jc ur :ace, but 
ſhould have his effect of gravity. 


Fal. His effect of gravy, gravy, gravy.— 


Ch. Juſt. You follow the young Prince up and down, 
like his ill angel. 

Fal. Not fo, my Lord, your ill angel is light: but E 
hope he that looks upon me, will take me witlieut 
weighing; and yet, in ſome reſpects, I grant I cannot 
go.——l cannot tell. Virtue is of ſo little reg rd in 
theſe coſter-mongers* days, that true valour is turned 
bear-herd, Pregnancy is made a tapſter, and hath his 
quick wit walted in giving reckonings; all the other 
gifts appertinent to man, as the malice of this age ſhapes 
them, are not worth a goofcherry, Lou that are old, 


conſicler not the capacities of us that are young; yo 


meaſure the heat of our livers, ee 
your galls; and we that are in the va-ward of our 
youth, I muſt confeſs are wags too, 


Ch, Fuft. Do you fet down your name in the ſcrow] of 
2 > 


o 
' 
1 
1 „ 
+= 
i 
p 4 
G P 
* \ 
N 
B 
©. 
i 
& ' 
Fn 
* 
2 
3 s 
*Y o 
.E * 
1 
4 
4 
£9 
n — 
: = 
= 
* 
5 
: 


272 The Second Part of Aa 1. 
youth, that are written down old, with all the characters 
of age? Have you not a moiſt eye? a dry hand? a yel- 
low cheek ? a white beard ? a decrealmg leg? an in- 
| belly? is not your voice broken? your wind 
Mort? your chin double? your wit fingle? and every 
part about you blaſted with antiquity ? and will you yer 
„ Fie, ſie, ſie, Sir John. 

Fal. * My Lord, I was born about three of the clock 
* in the afternoon, with a white head, and fomething 
«© a round belly. For my voice, I have loft it with 
hallowing and fiaging of anthems. To approve my 
youth further, I will not. The truth is, I am only old 

in judgment and underftanding ; and he that will caper 
whe ho > Rants ms. let him lend me the mo- 
ney, and have at him. For the box o th“ ear that the 

ny , and y 


Ch. Juſt. Well, Hear i ſend the Prince a better com- 


pamon ! 
Fal. 3 


the Lord, F 
not to fweat extranrdinarily : if it be a hot day, 
phe ng bog but a bottle, would I might no- 
ver ſpit white There is not a dangerous ation 
cx yorp eur his dead, bus — upon i. Well, 
I cannot keene. * But it was abways yet the rick 
< of our Engliſh nation, if they have a good thing, 
* make it too common. Ir 
old man, you ſhould give me reſt. I would to God, my 
name were not ſo terrible to the enemy as it is! I were 
better to be eaten to death with a ruſt, than to be ſcout d 


ta nothing with perpetual motion. 


„ 
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Ch. Juſt. Well, be honeſt, be honeſt, and Heav'n 
bleſs your expedition ! 
Fal. Will your Lordſhip lend me a thouſand pound 
to furni{ me forth? | 


Ch. Juſt. Not a penny, not a penny; you are too 


| impatient to bear croſſes. Fare you well, Commend 


me to my couſin Weſtmorland, [Exit. 
Fal. Ir 1 do, fillip me with a three-man beetle 


A man can no more ſeparate age and covetouſneſs, than 


he can part young limbs and letchery : but the gout 
galls the one, and the pox pinches the other, and ſo 
both the degrees prevent my curſes, Boy, —— 

F. ge. Sir? 

Ful. What money is in my purſe? 

Page. Seven groats and two pence. 

Fal. I can get no remedy againſt this conſumption of 
the purſe. Borrowing only lingers and lingers it out, 
but the diſeaſe is incurable. Go bear this letter to my 
Lord of Lancaſter, this to the Prince, this to the Ear 
of Weltmorland, and this to old Mrs Urſula, whom % 
have weekly ſworn to marry fince I perceived the firſt 
white hair on my chin. About it; you know where 
ta ſind me. A pox of this gout ! or, a gout of this pox ! 
for the one, or t' other, plays the rogne with my great 


toe: it is no matter, if I do halt, I have the wars for 


my colour, and my penſion ſhall feem the more reaſon- 
able: a good wit will make uſe of any thing; I will 
turn diſeales to commodity... LZxennt. 


SCHEME YI 


Changes to the Archviſhop a York's palace. 


Enter Aretbiſbap of York, Haſtings, Thomas Mow- 
bray ¶ Earl Marſhal), and Lard Bardolph. | 
York. Thus have you heurd our cauſe, and know our 
Now, my molt avble friends, I pray you all, [means : 
Speak plainly your opinions of our haves; 
And firit, Lord *ar{ha}; what ſay vou to it? 
AMewb, I well allow thy occaſion of cur arms, 


i. e. a rammer big enough to require three men ty lit 2, 
P 3 
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But gladly would be better farisficd 
How in our means we ſhould advance ourſelves, 
To look with forehead bold and big enough 
Upon the pow'r and puiſſance of the King? 
Haß. Our prefent muſters grow upon the file 
To five and twenty thouſand men of choice; 
And our ſupplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whoſe boſom burns 
With an incenſed fire of injurics. 

Bard. The queition — Lord Haſtings, ſtandetk 
Whether our preſent five and twenty thouſand [thus : 
May hold up head without Northumberland? 

Haft. Wich him we may. 

Bard. Ay, marry, there's the point: | 
But if without him we be thought too feeble, 

My judgment is, we ſhould not ſtep too far 
| Till we had his aſſiſtance by the hand. 
For in a theme ſo bloody-iac'd as this, 
Conjecture, expectation, and furmile, 
Of aids uncertain, ſhould not be admitted. 
Pork. "Tis very true. Lord Bardolph ; for indeed 
It was young Hort-ſpur's caſe at Shrewſbury. 


Bard. It was, my Lord, who lin'd himſclſ with hope, 


Eating the air, on promiſe of ſupply ; 
Flatt'ring himſelf with project of a power 
Much — than the ſmalleſt of his thoughts; 
And ſo, with great imagination, 

Proper to madmen, led his pow rs to death, 
And, winking, leap'd into deſtruction. 

Hast. But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt 
To lay down lcelihoods and forms of hope. 

Bard. Yes, it © this preſent quality of war 
Impede the inſtant. act; a cauſe on 
Lives fo in hope, as in an early n 
We ice tht appearing buds; which, to 2 fruit, 
Hope gives not ſo much warrant, as 
The froſts will bite them. When we mean to build, 
We ſirſt ſarvey the plot, then draw the model; 
And when we fee the figure of the houſe, 

Then mult we rate the colt of the erection ; 
Vhich if we find out-werghs ability, 
* Ga ve. then but draw a-new the ITY 
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In fewer offices ? or elſe, deſiſt 

To build at all? Much more, in this great work, 
(Which is almoſt to pluck a kingdom down, 

And ſet another up), ſhould we ſurvey 
4 and the model; 


a ſure foundation, 
— 4 — » know our own eſtate, 
oo tad nn atrns, 
To weigh againſt his oppoſite : or elſe, 
We fortify in paper and in figures, 
Uling the names of men initead of men: 
Like one, that draws the model of a houſe 
Beyond his pow'r to build it; who, half through, 
Gives o'er, and leaves his part-created coſt * 
© A naked ſubject to the weeping clouds, 
„And waſte for churliſh winter's tyranny. 

Haft. Grant that our hopes, yet likely of fair birth, 
Should be ſtill- dorn; and that we now poſſeſs'd 
The utmoſt man of ex : 

I think we are a body ftrong cnough, 
Ev'n as we are, to equal with the King. [fand 7 

Bard. What, is the King but five and twenty thou- 

Haſt. To us, no more; nay, not fo much, Lord Bar- 
For his diviſions, as the times do brawl, [ 
Are in three heads; one pow'r againit the French, 
And one agaiuſt Glendower pertorce, a third 
Muſt take up us : ſo is the unürm King 
In 9 ä —— 
With hollow poverty and emptineſs. 

York. That he fhoukl draw his fev'ral firengrts roge- 
And come againſt us in full puiſſance, [ther,. 
Need not be dreaded. 
Haft. If he ſhould do fo, 
He leaves his back unarm'd, the French and Welch 
Baying him at the heels; never fear that. 

Bard. Who is it like ſhould lead his forces hither 7 

Haſt. The Duke of Lancafter, and Weſtmorland :. 
Againft the Welch, himfelf and Harry Monmouth: 


But who is ſubſtituted gainſt the French, 
I have no certain notice. 


York. Let us on: 
aaf. for. work. 
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And publiſh the occaſion of our arms. 

The commonwealth is ek of their own choice 

Their over-greedy love hath ſurfeited. 

An habitation giddy and unture 

Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 

O thou fond many! with what loud applauſe 

Didſt thou beat heav'n with bloſſing Bolingbroke, 

Befcre he was what theu would'ſt have hin be ? 

And now, being trimm d up in thine own deſires, 

Thou, bealltly feeder, art fo full of him, 

That thou prov ok ſt thyſelf to euſt him up. 

So, fo, thou common dog, didit thou diſgorge 

hy glutton-boſom of the Royal Richard, 

And now thou would'ſt cat thy dead vomit up, 

And howl'ſt to find it. Wl it truſt is in theſe times SP: 

They, that when Richard kv'd, would have him die, 

Are now become cnam-ur'd on his grave; 

Thou that threw'ft duſt upon his goodly head, 

When through proud London he came ſigliing on 

After th' admired heels of Bolingbroke, 

Cry'ſt now, O earth, yield us that King again, 

And take thou this. O thoughts of men acrurs'd! 

Paſt and to come, ſeem beſt; things preſent, worſt. 
Movb. Shall we go * our numbers, and ſet on? 


Haſt. We are Time $ ſubjects, and Time bids, be gene 
[Exeunt. 


LET CERES TL 
A ftreet in London. 
Enter Hoſteſs, with two Officers, Phang and Snare. 


Hof. * Phang, have you enter'd the action? 
Phang. It is enter d. 


Hoſt. Where's your yeoman ? is he a lufty yeoman ? 


will he ſtand to it ? 
Phang. Sirrah, where's Snare ? 
Hoſt. O Lord, ay, good Mr Snare. 
Snare. Here, here, 
Phanz. Snare, we muſt arreſt Sir John Falſtaff. 


Hoſt. "Ay, * Snare, I have enter d him and all. 
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Sc. I. King Henry IV. 177 
Snare. It may chance coſt ſome of us our lives : for 
he will ftab. 
Hoft. Alas the day! take heed of him; he ſtabb'd 
in mine own houſe, nes 
what miſchief he doth, if his weapon be out. He will 
foin like any devil; he will ſpare neither man, woman, 
nor child. 


Phang. If I can cloſe with him, I care not for his 


Haft. No, nor I neither;  — TI ll be at your elbow. 
Phang. If I but fiſt him once; if he come but within 

vice 

Hoft. I am undone by his going; I warrant you, he 
is an infinite thing upon my ſcore. Good Mr Phang, 
hold kim ſure; good Mr Snare, let him not ſcape. He 
comes continually to Pie-corner, faving your manhoods, 
to buy a faddle : and he is indited to dinner to the Lub- 
bar's-head in Lombard-ftreet, to Mr Smooth's the Silk- 
man. I pray ye, fince my action is enter d, and my caſe 
ſo openly known to the world, let him be brought in 
to his anſwer. A hundred mark is a long loan, for a 
poor lone woman to bear; and I have borne, and 
and borne, and have been fubb'd off, and fubb'd off, from 
this day to that day, that it is a ſhame to be thought 
on. There is no honeſty in ſuch unleſs a wo- 
mas thould be made an als and a beaft, 2 
knave's wrong. 


Enter Falſtaff, Bardolph, and the Bay. 


Yonder he comes, and that arrant malmſey-noſe knave 
Mr Phang and Mr Snare, do me, do me, do me your 


Fal. How now ? whoſe mare's dead? what's the 
matter ? 


Phang. Sir John, I arreſt you at the fuit of Mrs 


Fal. Away, varlets; draw, Bardolph : cut me off 
the villain's head : throw the quean in the kenucl. 


Hoſt. Throw me in the kennel? I'll throw thee in 
| * Vice or graſp; a metaphor taken from a ſmith's vice. Mr Pope. 
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179 The Second Part of At rx, 
the kennel. Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou battirdly 
rogue. Ddſarder, murder! O thou honey-ſuckle vil 
lain , wilt thou kill God's officers and the King's? 
O thou konev feed rogue *! thou art a honey-tecd, a 
man-queller, and a woman-queller. 

Fol. Keep them off, bardolph, 

Phang. A reſcue, a reſcue ! 
Ha. Good people, bring a reſcue or two; thou 
wo t, wo't thou? theu wo't, wo't thou ? do, do, thou 
rogue, do, thod hemp-iecd ! 

Ful. Away, you ſcallion, you rampallian, you fuſti- 
larian: I Il uckle your cataſtrophe, 


SCENE II. Enter Chief Fuftice attended. 
C. Juſt. What's the matter? keep the peace here, 
_ } 


7760 . Good my Lord, be goed to me. I beſeech 


you, ſtand to me. 


Ch. Fuff. How now, Sir John? what, are you brawl- 
ing here? 


Doch this become your place, your time, and buſineſs ? | 


Lou ſhould have been well on your way to York. 


Stand from him, fellow; wherefore hang'it thou on 
him ? 

Hoſt. O my moſt worſhipful Lord, an't pleaſe your 
Grace, I am a poor widow of Eaſt-cheap, and he is 
arreſted at my ſuit. 

Ch. Fuft. For what fam ? 

Hoſt. It is more than for ſome, my Lord, it is for all; 
all I have: he hath eaten me out of houſe and home; 
he hath put all my ſubſtance into that fat belly of his: 
but I will have ſome of it out again, or I II ride thee 
o' rights, ke the mare. | 

Fal. I think I am as like to ride the mare, if I have 
any vantage of ground to get up. 

Ch. Fat. How comes this, Sir John? Fie, what man 
of good temyer would endure this tempeſt of exclama- 
tion? are you not aſham'd to inforce a poor widow to ſu 
rough a courſe to come by her own ? 

Fal. What is the grofs ſum that I owe thee ? 

Heft. Marry, if theu wert an honeſt man, thyſelf 

che means to fay, be iridal villein, and Pumicide rogue. 
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and the money too. Thou didit ſwear tome on a par- 
cel- gilt gobler, fitting in my Dolphin chamber, at the 
round table, by a ſea- coal fire, on Wednefday in Whit- 
ſun-weck, wken the Prince broke thy head for likening 
him to a ſinging- man of Windſor; thou didſt ſwear to 
me then, as | was wailing thy wound, to marry me, and 
mae me my lady thy wife. Canſt thou deny it? did 
not good-wite Kecch, the butcher's wife, come in then, 
and call me G-/ip Druicily coming in to borrow a maſs 
of vinegar ; telling us, the had a good dith of prawns 
whereby thou didft delire to eat forme 3; whereby I told 
thee, they were ill for a green wound; and didſt not 
thou, when ſhe was gone down ſtairs, defire me to be 
ao more fo famikarity with ſuch poor people, ſaving, 
that ere long they ſhould call me Madam ? and didit 
tou not Kiſs me, and bid me fetch thee thirty thillings ? 
I put thee now to thy book-cith ; deny it, if thou canit, 

Fal. My Lord, this is a poor mad foul; and fhe ſays 
up and down the town, that her eldeſt fon is like you, 
She hath been in good cafe, and the truth is, poverty 
hath diſtracted her; but fer theſe fooliſh officers, I be- 
ſeech you, I may have redreſs againſt them. 

Ch. Ju. Sir John, Sir John, I am well acquainted 
with your manner of wrencling the true cauſe the falſe 
way. It is not a conftdent brow, nor the throng of 
words that come with ſuch more than impudent ſauci- 
neſs from you, can thruft me from a level conſideration. 
I know you have practis'd upon the eaſy-yielding ſpirit 
of this woman. | 
Hoſt. Yes, in troth, my Lord. 

Ch. Faſs. Priythee, peace; pay her the debt you owe 
her, and unpay the villany you have done her; the one 


| you may do with Sterling money, and the other with 


current repentance. 
Fal. My Lord, I will not undergo this ſneap“ with- 


out reply. You call honourable boldneſs impudent 


ſaucinefſs: if a man will court'ſy and fay nothing, he 
is virtuous. No, my Lord, my kumble duty remem- 
ber'd, I will not be your ſuitor: I fay to you, I dcfire 


deliverance from theſe ofiicers, being upon haſty em- 


ployment in the King's affairs. 8 
A Yorkſhire word, for reaute, 
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Ch. Juſt. You ſpeak as having power to do wrong; 
but anſwer in the effect your reputation, and ſatisfy the 

woman. 


poor 
Fal. Come hither, hoſteſs. Lide. 
SCENE II. Exeter Mr Gower. 
Ch. F:ff. Maſter Gower, what news? 
Gower, The King, my Lord, and Henry Prince of 
Are near at hand: the reſt the paper tells. [ Wales, 


Fal. As [| am a gentleman ——— 
Hoſt. Nay, you ſaid fo before. 


_ As lama gentle man; come, — 


5. By this heav'nly ground I tread on, I muſt be 
Fain to pawn both wy plane, and the tapeſtry of my <> 


cham 


 Fal. + Ghaes, glaſfes, is the only drinking; and 


« for thy walls, a pretty flight drollery, or the ſtory 
„of the prodigal, or the German huating in water- 


« work “, is worth a thouſand of theſe dead-hangings, 
and theſe fly-bitten tapeſtries: let it be ten — if 
* thou canſt. Come, if it were not for thy hamours, 
there is not a better wench in England. Go, wath thy 
face, and draw thy action: come, thou muſt nor be in 
this humour with me; do 'ſt not know me? Come, 
come, 1 know thou waft ſet on to this. 

Haft. Prigthee, Sir John, let it be but twenty nobles ; 
Lam loth to pawn my plate, in good earneſt, la. 

Fal. Let it alone, I Il make other thift; you'll be a 
fool ſtill. 

Haft. Well, you ſhall have it, though I pawn my 

gown. I hope you'll come to ſupper: you'll pay me 
all rogether ? 


Fat. Will I live? go with her, with her : hook on, 


hook on. 
He. Will you have Dull Thu Gans „„ 
ſupper ? 
Fal. No more words. Let's have her. 
[ Exennt Hofte's and Serj cant. 
Ch. Fuſt. I have heard better news. 
Fal. hates the nzws, my good Lord? 


® 2, e. in water-coluurs. 
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Ch. Fuff. Where lay the King laſt night ? 
8828. my Lord. 

's well. What is the news, 


Ch. Juſt. Come all his forces back? 
Gower. No; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred horſe 
Are march'd up to my Lord of Lancaſter, 
Northumberland and the Archbiſhop 


Fal. Comes the Ki 


| ng back from Wales, my Noble 
Lord ? 


Ch. Just. You ſhall have letters of me preſently. 


c along good Mr Gower. 


P. Henry, Truſt me, I am ng weary. 

P:ins. Is it come to that? I had thought, wearineſs 
durſt not have attach'd one of fo high blood. 

P. Henry. It doth me, though it diſcolours the com- 
plexion of my greatneſs to acknowledge it. Doth it 


not ſhew vilely in me to defire ſmall beer? 


Point. Why, a prince ſhould not be fo looſely ſtudied 
as to remember ſo weak a compoſition. | 
P. Fe - Belike then my appetite was not princely 
got : fs. book I do now remember the poor crea- 
Vor. IV. Q 
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ture, ſmall beer. But, indeed, theſe humble confide- 
rations make me out of love with my greatneſs. What 
* a diſgrace is it to me to remember thy name? or to 
Know thy face to-morrow ? or to take note how 
„ many pair of ſilk ſtockings thou haſt? (ig. theſe, 
* and thoſe that were the pcach-colour'd ones); or to 
„ bear the inventory of oy ſhirts, as one for fuperfluity, 
„ and one other for uſe? but that the tennis-court- 
E-oper knows better than I; for it is a low ebb of linen 
wich thee, when thou keepeſt not rac ket there, as thou 
liaft not done a great while, hecauſe the reit of thy low 
countries have made a ſhift to cart up thy holland. And 
God knows, whether thofe that Law! out of the ruins of 
thy liccy, fall inherit bis Lingdem : but the midwives 
Hy the children are pot in the fault; whereupon the 
world wcreaſ:s, and kindreds are wigl. ily ſtrengthered. 

Fat. How ill it follows, * eu hve labour'd 
fo hard, vou ſteuld talk fo idly 2 Tell me, how many 
good; young princes would do fo, their fathers lying fo 
ck as vour's at this time is. 

. Fenrv. Shall I tell thee one thins, Poins ? 

Feu. Ves, and let it be an exceil-1 ovod thing. 

P. Reus. It null ferve among wits of 0 higher 
brecc.ng than thine. 

Peins. Co to; I ſtand the puſh of your one thing 
that you'll tell. | 

P. Henry. Why, I ten thee, it is not meet that I 
mould be fad now my father is fick; albeit I could tell 
to theo, (as to one it pleaſes me, for fault of a better, 
to Cul] my friend), I could be fad, and ſad indeed too. 

Fairs, Very hardly upon fuch a ſubject. 
H. Henry. By this handtliou think'ſt me as far in the 
devil's bock, as thou and Falſtaff, for obduracy and 
perſiſteney. Let the end try the man. But J tell 
thee, my heart bleeds inwardly, that my father is ſo. ſick; 
and keeping ſuch vile company as thou art, hath in rea- 
ſon taken from me all oftentation of forrow. 

Paint. The reafon ? 

P. Henry. What weuld' thou think of me if I ſhould 
weep? 
o * I would ehipk thee a moſt princely bypocnite. 
P. Henry. It would be every man's theught; and 


|; 
| 
ö 
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thou art a bleſſed fellow, to think as every man thinks. 
Never a man's thought in the world keeps the road-way 
better than thine; every man would think me an hypo- 
crite indeed. And what excites your moſt worſhipful 
thought to think fo ? 


Point. Why, becauſe you have ſeemed fo lewd, and 


ſo much ingraifed to Falſtaff. 

P. Henry. And to thee. 

Pains. Nay, by this light, Lam well ſpoken of, I can 
hear it with mine own ears. The worſt they can fay of 
me is, that I am a ſecond brother, and that I am a pro- 
per fellow of my hands: and thoſe two things I con- 
feſs I cannot help. Look, lock, here comes Bardolph. 

P. Henry. And the boy that I gave Falſtaff, He bad 
him from me Chriſtian, and fee it che fat villain have 
not transform'd him ape. 


SCENE V. Euter Bardolph and Page. 

Bard. Save your Grace, | 

P. Henry. And your's, moſt noble Bardolph. 

Bard. Come, you virtuous als, and baikful fool, 
muſt you be bluſhing ? Wherefore blutk you now ? whar 
a maidenly man at arms are you become? Is it fuch a 
matter to get a pottle-pat's maidenhead ? 

Page. He calt'd me even now, my Lord, through a 
red Jattice, and I could diſcern no part of his face from 


the window; at laſt I ſpy'd his eyes, and methonglit 


he had made two holes in the ale-wife's new petticoat, 
and peep'd through. 1 , 
P. Henry. Hath not the boy profited ? 
Bard. Awgy, you whorlou upright rabbet, away! 
Page. Away, you raſcally Althea's dream, away! 
P. Henry. Inſtruct us, boy, what dream, boy? 
Page. Marry, my Lord, Althea dream'd ſhe was 
d-!;ver'd of a firebrand; and therefore I cal Eim her 
dream. 
P. len. A crown's-worth of 2004 interpretation g 
there it is, boy. [ Gives lim int nuy. 
Poins. O that this good bloſſom could be kept from 
cankars! well, there is Lxpence ta preferve thee. 


Bard. If you do not make him be hang'd 


you, the gallows ſhall be wrong”, 
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12, The Second Part of Act 11. 
P. Henry. And how doth thy maſter, Bardolph ? 
Bard. Well, my good Lord. He heard of your Grace's 

coming to town. "There's a letter for you. 

P. {iexry. Delirer'd with good reſpect ?—and how 
doth the Rlartlemas, your maiter ? 

Bard. In bodily health, Sir. 

Pains. Marry, the immortal part needs a phyſician ; 
but that moves not him; though that be fick, it dies 
not. 

P. Henry. I do allow this wen to be as familiar with 
me as my dog; and he holds his place: for, look you, 

he writes. [Cices Poins the letter. 

Pein reads. Ful taff, Knight, _——Every man 
muſt know 8 as — 3 — 
hiaiſelf : even like thoſe that are kin to the King; for 
they never prick their finger but they ſay, There is ſome 
of the King's bleed ſpilt. How comes that? fays he 
that takes upon him not to conceive : the anſwer is as 


ready as a borrower's gap; I am the King's poor couſtn, 
Sir. 

P. Henry. Nay, they vill be kis to ws, or they will 
fetch it from Japher. , to the letter. 

Poins. Sir Jahn Folate Frag — t, te the fon of the 
King, neareſt his father, H, rince f Wates, greet- 
ing. Why, this is a certificate. 

P. Henry. Peace. 

Poins. Iwill imitate the 2 in bre- 
SBity. Sure he means brevity in breath; ſhort-winded. 
l commend me to thee, I commend thee, and I love 
thee. Be nat tos familiar with Pains ; for he miſuſe: 
thy favours ſo much, that be fwears thou art ts marry 

= Fe, Nell. Repent at idle times as thou may'ft, 
and fo farewel. Thine, by yea and no; which is as 
much as to ſay, as thou uſeſt bim. Jack Falſtaff with 
my familiars, Fohn with my brothers and fifters : and 

| K Jahn with all Eurage. My Lord, I will ſteep this 
letter in ſack, and make him eat it. 

P. Henry. That's to make him eat plenty of his words. 
But do you uſe me thus, Ned ? muſt L marry your fiſter ? 


M. who affected of 
* dleaning M. Brutus, . . 


r 


— 
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Pins. May the wench have no worſe fortune ! But- 
I never faid fo. 

P. Henry, Well, thus we play the fool with the time, 
and the ſpirits of the wiſe fit in the clouds and mock us. 
Is your maſter here in London? 

Bard. Yes, my Lord. 

P. Henry. Where ſups he? doth the old boar feed i 
the old frank ? 


Bard. At the old place, my Lord, in Eaft-cheap. 
P. Henry. What company? 


Page. Epheſians, my Lord, of the old church. 

P. Henry. Sup any women with him? 

Page. None, my Lord, but old Mrs Quickly, and 
Mrs Doll Tear-ſheet. 1 

P. Henry. What Pagan may that be? 

— A proper gentlewoman, Sir, and a kinſwoman 

my maſter's. 

P. Henry. Even ſuch kin as the pariſh-heifers are to 
the rown-bull. Shall we ſteal upon them, Ned, at 
ſupper ? 

. Lam your ſhadow, my Lord, I'll follow you. 


P. Henry. Sirrah, you boy, and Bardolph, no word 


to your maſter that I am yet come to town, There's 
for your ſilence. 


Bard. IL have no tongue, Sir. 

Page. And for mine, Sir, I will govern it. 

P. Henry. Fare ye weil: go. This Dol Tear-ſhect 
ſhould be ſome road. 

Poins, I warrant you, as common as the way between 
St Alban's and London. 

P. Henry. How might we fee Falſtaff beſtow himfelf 
to-night in his true colours, and not ourſelves be ſeen ? 


Pains. Put on two leather jerkins ana aproas, and 
wait upon him at bis table, as drawers, 


P. Henry. From a god to a bull? a heavy deſcen- 
fion, It was Jove's caſe. From a prince to a pren- 
tice ? a low „ 5 that ſhalt be mine: for in 


every thing, the 18 muſt weigh with the folly. 
Follow me, Ned. [Exeunt: 
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SCENE VI. Charges ts Northumberland's caſtle. 


Enter Northumberland, Lady N and 
Lady Percy. 

North. | pr'ythee, loving wife, and gentle daughter, 
Gire even way unto my rough affairs. 
Put not you on the viſage of the times, 
And be like them to Percy, troubleſome. 

I. Nerth. I have yiv'n over, I will ſpeak no more: 
Do what you will ; your wiſdom be your guide. 

North, Alas, ſweet wife, my honour is at pawn, 
And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

L. Percy. Oh, yet, for heav'n's fake, go not to theſe 

wars. 
The time was, father, that you broke your word, 
When you were more endear'd to it than now; 
When your own Percy, when my heart-dear Harry, 
Threw many a northward look, to fee his father 
Bring up his pow'rs : but he did long in vain ! 
Who tn methadtes neo mln as tame ? 
There were two honours loft, your's and your ſon's. 
For your's, may heav'nly glory brighten it ! 
For his, it ſtuck upon him as the ſun 
In the grey vault of heav'n; and by his light 
Did all the chivalry of England move 
To do brave acts. He was indeed the glaſs, 
He had no legs that practis'd not his gait : 


And ſpeaking thick, which Nature made his blemiſh, 


Became the accents of the valiant : 

For thoſe that could ſpeak low and tardily, 
Would turn their own perfection to abuſe, 

To ſeem like him. So that, in ſpeech, in gait, 
In diet, in affections of delight, 

In military rules, humours of blood, 
He was the mark and glaſs, copy and book, 


That faſhion'd others. And him, wond'rous him! 


O miracle of men ! him did you leave 

(Second to none, ——— 

To look upon the hideous god of war 

In difadvantage; to abide a field, 

Where nothing but the ſound of Hot-ſpur's name 
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To hold your honour more preciſe and nice 
With others, than with him. Let them alone. 
The Marſhal and the Archbiſhop are 


North. Beſhrew your heart, 

Fair daughter, you do draw my ſpirits from me, 
With new ing ancient overſights. 

But I muſt go and meet with danger there; 

Or it will feck me in another place, 
And find me worſe provided. 

L. North. Fly to Scotland, 
Till that the nobles and the armed commons 
Have of their puiſſance made a little taſte. 

L. Percy. If they get ground and vantage of the 
Then join you with them, like a rib of ſteel, 
To make ſtrength ſtronger. Bur, for all our loves, 
Firſt let them try themſelves. So did your ſon : 

He was ſo ſuffer d; ſo came I a widow ; 

And never ſhall Rave length of life enough, 
To rain upon remembrance * with mine eyes, 
That it may grow and ſprout as high as heav'n, 
For recordation to my noble huſband. 

North. Come, come, go in with me: tis with my 
As with the tide ſwell'd up into his height, [mind 
That makes a ſtill-ſtand, running neither way. 

Fain would I go to meet the Archbiſhop, 
To non hooked reaſons hold me beck : 
I will reſolve for Scotland; there am I, 
Till rime and vantage crave my company. 

S C E N E VI. 

Changes to the Baar i- head tavern in Eaſt-cheap. 

Enter two Drawers. . 

1 Draw. What the devil haſt thou brought there ? 


Apple-j--hns ? thou know'ſ Sir John cannot endure an 
Appiz- john. 


2 Alluging to the plant roſemory, fo called, — 


King, 
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2 Draw, Maſs! thou ſayeſt true; the Prince once 
ſet a diſh of Apple-Johns before him, and told him 
there were five more Sir Johns; and, putting off his 
hat, faid, I will now take my leave of theſe ſix dry, 


round, old, wither'd knights. It anger'd him to the 


heart; but he hath forg ot that. 

' Show; Why . cover, and ſet them down ; and 
ſez if thou can'ft ind out Sneak's noiſe ; Mrs Tear-ſheer 
would fain hear fome muſic. Diſpatch ! ! the room where 
they ſap is too hot, they Il come in ſtraight. 

2 Draw. Sirrah, — will be the Prince, and Maſter 
Poins anon; and they will put on two of our jerkins and 
aprons, and Sir John muſt net know of it. Bardolph 
hath brought word. 


I Som Sin dow wil he od Uri : it will be an 


excellent ſtratagem. 
2 Draw. I'll fee if I can find out Sneak, [Exeunt. 


SCENE VIII. Enter Haſteſi and Dol. 

Haff. V faith, ſweet heart, methinks now you are in 
an excellent good temperality. Your pulſidye beats as 
extraordinarily as heart would deſire; and your colour, 
I warrant you, is as red as any roſe : but, r faith, you 
have drank too much canarys, and that's a marvellous 
| ſearching wine; and it perfumes the blood ere we can 
ſay what 's this, How do you now ? 
"Del. Better than I was : hem. 

Hoft. Why, that was well faid : 2 good heart's worth 


Enter Falſtaff. 


Fal. When Arthur firſt in court—empty the . 
end as a worthy King. How now, Mrs Doll. 
Het Sick of a calm: yea, good ſooth. 
Ful. So is all her ſect; if they be once in a calm, 
they are fick, 
Dal. You — raſcal, is that all the comfort you 
ive me ? 
Fal. You RES fat rafcals, re Dol. 
Pl Cm hem! glattony 22 made than 
I make ches. not, 


Fal i kay cook mate the gluttony, you help to 
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, is to come halting off, you know ; to come off 
the breach with his pike ons meld, and to ſurgery 
bravely ; to venture upon ada adoracadernd 


Hoſt. 22 this is the old faſhion ; you two 
never meet, but you fall to ſome diſcord ; you are both, 


Dal. Can a weak empty veſſel bear fuch a huge full 
hogſhead ? there's a whole merchant's venture of Bour- 
deaux ftuff in him; you have not ſeen a hulk better 
ſuff'd in the hold. Come, I II be friends with thee, 
Jack : thou art going to the wars, and whether I ſhall 
ever fee thee again or no, there is no body cares. 


SCENE IX. Enter Drawer. 
Draw. Sir, Ancient Piſtol is below, mn 


with you. 


Fat Dat thou —— 
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190 The Second Part of Act 11. 
Maſter Tiſick the deputy the other day; and, as he ſaid 
to me it was no longer ago than Wedneſday laſt 
Neighbour Quickly, 3 he ;—Mafter Domb our mi- 
nifter was by then ;—neighbour Quickly, ſays he, re- 
ceive thoſe that are civil; for, faith he, you are in an 
ill name; (now he faid ſo, I can tell whereupon;) for, 
fays he, you are an honeſt woman, and well thought on; 
therefore take heed what gueſts you receive: receive, 
fays he, no ſwaggering companions. ——Fhere come 
none here. You would bleſs you to hear what he faid. 
No, III no ſwaggerers. 

Fal. He's no ſwaggerer, hoſteſs; a tame cheater, 
i faith; you may ftroak him as rently as a puppey-grey- 
hound; he will not ſwagger with a Barbary hen, if her 


feathers turn back in any ſhew of reſittance. Call him 


up, drawer. 

Hoff. Cheater, call you him? I will bar no honeſt 
man my houſe, nor no cheater; but I do not love 
ſwaggering, by my troth; I am the worſe, when one 


fays fwagger. Feel, Maſters, how I ſhake, lock you, 


I warrant you. 
Dal. So you do, hoſteſs. 
Heß. Do I? yea, in very truth, 40 L. 1 


an aſpen-leaf- I cannot abide ſu aggerers. 


SCENEX. Enter Piſtol, Bardolph, and Page. 
Pit. Save you, Sir John. 


Fal. Welcome, Ancient Piſtol. Here, Piſtol, I charge 


. 222 ö 


8 


34 1 will diſcharge upon her, Sir Jobs, with two 


Heft. Come, I'll drink no proofs, nor no bullets. I 


ER for no man's 


pleafure,- I. 
. Then to you, Mrs Dorothy, I will charge you. 


Del. Charge me ! I ſcorn you, ſcurvy companion! 
what ? you poor, baſe, raſcally, cheating, lack-!:- 
nen mate; away, you y rogue, away, I'm meat 
for your maſter. 


Pit. I know you, Miſtreſs Dorothy. 


Sc. 10. King Henry TV. 
Dol. Away, you cut purſe rns 
away: by — I'll nk cap 25 yrus mouldy 
chaps, if you play the faucy cuttle with me. Away, 
you bottle-ale raſcal, you —— ſtale juggler, you. 
Since when, I pray you, Sir ? what, with two points 
on your ſhoulder ? much * ! 
Piſt. I will murder your ruff for this. 
Fal. No more, Piſtol; I wou'd not have you go off 
here : diſcharge yourſelf of our company, Piſtol. 
Haft. No, good Captain Piſtol: not here, ſweet Cap- 
tain. i 
Del. Captain ! thou abominable damn'd cheater, art 
thou not aſham'd to be call'd Captain? if Captains were 
of my mind, they would truncheon you out of taking 
thicir names upon you before you have earn'd them. 
« You a Captain! you flave ! for what? for tearing a 
„poor whore's ruff in a bawdy-houſe ! He a Captain! 
hang him, rogue, he lives upon mouldy ftew'd prunes 
and dry'd cakes. A Captain! thefe villains will make 
the word captain as odious as the word occupy ; which 
was an excellent good word before it was ill ned: 

therefore Captains had need look ta it. 

* Bard. Pray thee, go down, good Ancient. 

Fal. Hark thee hither, Miſtreſs Dol. 

Pit. Not I: [ tell thee what, Corporal Bardolph, I 
* her: I'll be reveng'd on her. 

Page. Fray thee, go down. 

Pit. I'll ſe ber damn'd ürſt; to Pluto's damned 
Jake, to the infernal deep, to Ercbus and tortures 
vile alſo. Hold hook and line, ſay I : down! down, 
dogs; down, fates : have we not Hiren t here? 

Haſt. Good Captain Peeſel, be quiet, it is very late: 
I beſeech you now, aggravate your choler. 

Piff. Thefe be good humours indeed. Shall pack- 

1 And hollow-pamper d jades of Afia 2, Thor ſes 
Which cannot go but thirty miles a-day, 

* A common expreſſion of diſdain at that time. 
n. ** + The name of Piſtol's and Amadis du Gaul's fword. Mr Theg- 
f viel Sree is axes quathee cut ef enel3odfint fallen 


play, intitled, Tamburlain's conqueſts ; or, The Scythian Shepherd, 
bir Theobald, * 20 
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1 = think I would deny her ? 


A 11. 


with Czfars, and with Cannibals, 


Compare 
And Trojan Greeks ? nay, rather damn them with 


King Cerberus, and let the welkin roar : 
Shall we fall foul for toys? 


Hoſt. By my troth, Captain, theſe are very bitter 
words. 


Bard. Begone, good Ancient : this will grow to a 
brawl anon. 
Pift. 11144 


have we not Hiren here ? 
Heft. O' my word, there's none ſuch here, 


I pray, be 
17% Then eed, and be ft, my fir Clips; come, 
give me ſome ſack. 5; fortuna me terments, i ſperare 
me contenta. 
Fear we broad-ſides ? no, let the fiend give fire: 
Give me ſome fack : and, ſweet- heart, 23 
Come we to full here; and are & catera's no- 
Fal. Piſtol, I would be [thing ? 
Pip. — —— ahi thy neif: what ! we have 
ſeen the ſeven ſtars. 
Dal. Thruſt him down ſtairs, I cannot endure ſuch a 
fuſtian raſcal. 
Pig. Thruft him down ftairs ? know we not galloway 


nags ? 
Fal. him down, Bardolph, ſhove-groat 
FARCE IIS 


Bard. Come, get you down fairs. 

Pi. What, ſhall we have incifion ! ell we an- 
brew ? then Death rock me aſleep, abridge my doleful 
days : why, then let grievous, ghaſtly, gaping wounds 
—— Come, Atropos, I ſay. 

[ Drawing his ſword. 
Hoſt. Here's godly tuff toward. 
2 Give me my rapier, boy. 
1 d. I pr'ythee, do not draw. 
Fal. Get you down ſtairs 
[ Drawing, and driving Piſtol out. 
Hoſt. We ge e 


houſe before I'll be in theſe tirrits and frights. So 


> WF © 


Sc. It. King Henry IV. 193 


murther, I warrant now. n 
W * put up your weapons. 

Dol. | pr'ythee, Jack, Ern 
ah, you 9 kttle valiant villain, you! 


Hoſt. Are you not hurt i” th' groin ? methought he 
made a ſhrewd thruſt at your belly. 


Fal. Have you turn'd him out of doors ? 

Bard. Yes, Sir, the raſcal's drunk: rv ne 
him, Sir, in the ſhoulder. 

Fal. A raſcal, to brave me! * 

Dal. Ah, you ſweet little rogue, you: a 
ape, how thou fwear'ſt ? come, let me wipe thy face 
come on, you whorſon chops—ah, rogue! I love thee, 
— thou art as valorous as Hector of Troy, worth five 
of Agamemnon; and ten times better than the nine 
worthies : a villain! | 

Fal. A raſcally flave! I will tofs the rogue in a 
blanket. 

D. Do, if thou dar'ſ for thy heart: if thou do'ſt, 
I'll canvaſs thee between a pair of ſheets. 


Enter Mufeic. 


Page. The muſic is come, Sir, 

Fal. Let them play; play, Sirs. Sit on my knee, 
Dol. A raſcal, bragging flave! the rogue fled from 
me like quick-filver. 

Dal. TI faith, and thou follow dſt him like a church: 
thou whorſon little tydie Bartholomew boar-pig, when 
wilt thou leave fighting on days, and foining on 
and begin to patch up thine old body for heaven ? 

SCENE XI. Enter Prince Henry aud Poins. 

Fal. Peace, good Dol, do not ſpeak like a death's- 
head': do not bid me remember mine end. 

Del. Sirrah, what humour is the Prince of? 

Fal. A good ſhallow young fellow : he would hare 


55. They fay, Poins has a good wit 


Fal. He a good wit? hang him, ba baboon !—his 


wit is as thick as Tewkſbury muſtard : there is no more 
conceit in him, than is in a mallet. 
Vor. IV. R 
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194 The Second Part of Act 11. 

Dol. Why doth the Prince love him fo then ? 

Ful. Becauſe their legs are both of a bigneſs : and he 
plays at quoits well, and eats copger and fennel, and 
drinks off candles ends for flap-dragons, and rides the 
wild mare with the boys, and jumps upon joint-ſtools, 
and ſwears with a good grace, and wears his boot very 
ſmooth like unto the ſign of the leg, and breeds no hate 


Vith telling of indiſereet ftories ; and ſuch other gam- 


bol faculties he hath, that ſhew a weak mind and an 
able budy, for the which the Prince admits him : for 
the Prince himſelf is fuch another: the weight of an 
hair will turn the ſcales between their Avoirdupois. 

P. Fenry. Would not this nave of a wheel have his 
ears cut off ? X 

P3irs, Let us beat him before his whore. 

P. Henry, Look, if the wither'd elder hath not his 

poll claw'd like a parrot, 


Palas. Is it not ſtrange, that deſire hould ſo many 


vears out-live performance ? 

Ful. Kiſs me, Dol. 

P. Henry. Saturn and Venus this year in conjunction ! 
what ſays the almanack to that? 

Pains. And Jook whether the fiery Trigon, his man, 
be not claſping too his maſter's old tables, his note- 
book, his counſel-keeper ? 

Ful. Thou doſt give me flattering buſſes. 

Dol. By my troth, I kifs thee with a moft conſtant 


heart. 


Fal. J am old, I am old. | | 

Dal. I love thee better than I love e'er a ſcurvy young 
boy of them all. 

Fal. What ſtuff wilt thou have a kirtle of? I ſhall 
receive money on Thurſday : thou ſhalt have a cap to- 


morrow. A merry ſong, come: it grows late, we will 


to bed. Thou wilt forget me when I am gone. 
Dal. By my truth, thou wilt ſet me a weeping if thou 


fay'ft ſo: prove that ever I dreſs myſelf till 


thy return Well, hearken the end. 
Fal. Some fack, Francis. | 
P. Henry. P:ins. Anon, anon, Sir. | 
Fal. Ha! a baſtard fon of the King's! and art not 
thou Poins kis bicther ? 


Sc. 17. King Henry TV. =.14 
P. Henry. Why, thou globe of finful continents, 
what a life doſt thou lead? 
Fal. A better than thou; I am a gentleman, thou 
art a drawer. 

p. Henry. Very true, Sir; and I come to draw you 
out by the ears, 
Hot. Oh, the Lord preferve thy good Grace ! Wel- 
come to London. —How iHeav'n bicts that ſwect lac 

of thine, What, are you come from Wales? 
Fal. Thou whorſon mad compound of mijeſty, by 


this light floh and corrupt blood, thou art welcome, 


Leaning bis hand upon Del. 
Dal. How ! you fat fool, 1 i fearn von. 


Pins My Lord, he ul dive yo 4 ont of your re- 
renge, and turn all to a mertiment, if you take not the 
ME 

P. Henry. You whorſon allows, you, how vile- 
ly did you ſpeak of me even aow, Leber this honeit, 
virtuors, civil gentlewoman? 

Heß. Bleiling on your good heart, and | fo me is, by 
my troth. 

Fal. Dif thon hear me ? 


P. Hezry. Yes; and you kncw me, as you did when 
you ran away by Gads-hill; you knew I was at your 
back, and ſpoke it on purpoſe to try my patience, 

Fal. No, no, no; not ſo; I did not think thou waſt 
within heating. 

P. Henry. I ſhall drive you then to confeſs the wil 
ful abuſe, and then I know how to handle you. - 

Fal. No abuſe, Hal; on my honour, no abuſe. 

P. Henry. Not to diſpraiſe me, and call me pantlc 
and bread-chipper, and I know not what! | 

Fal. No abufe ! Hal. 

Point. No abuſe! 

Fal. No abuſe, Ned, in the world; honeft Ned, none. 
I difprais'd him before the wicked, that the wicked 
might not fall in love with him; in which doing, I have 
done the part of a careful friend, and a true kubjes, 
and thy father is to give me thanks for it. No abuſe, 
Hal; none, Ned, none ; no, boys, none. 

P. Henry. See now, whether pure fear and entire 
— Fo. leader a 

| 2 


| 196 
tlewoman, to cloſe with us? Is ſhe of the wicked? is 


* 


The Second Part 27 AR rr. 


thine hoſteſs here of the wicked ? or is the boy of the 
wicked? or honeſt Bardolph, whoſe zeal burns in his 
noſe, of the wicked ? 

Pains. Anſwer. thou dead elm, anſwer. 

Fal. The fiend hath prick'd down Bardolph irreco- 
verable, and his face is Lucifer's privy-kitchen, where 
he duth nothing but roaſt mault-worms : for the boy, 
there is a good angel about him, but the devil out-bids 
him tco. | | b 

P. Henry. For the women. 


Ful. For one of them, the is in hell already, and 
_ burns, poor foul ! for the other, I owe her money; 


and whethes he be dhmn's for rhas, I know not. 
Haß. No, I warrant you. 


Fal. No, I think, thou art not: I think thou art 


for that. Marry, there is another indictment 


upon 
_ thee, for ſuffering fleſh to be eaten in thy houſe, contra- 
ry to the law, for the which I think thou wilt hewl. 


Heft. All victuallers do fo : what is a joint of mute 
ton or two in a whole Lent ? 


P. Henry. You, gentlewoman, 
Dal. What fays your Grace? 
Fat. His Grace fays that which his fleſh rebels a- 


"Heh. Wie tanks & had « dice! Look to the 
door there, Francis. 


SCENE XI. Euter Peto. 


P. Henry. Peto, how now ? what news ? 

Pelz. The King your father is at Weſtminſter, 
And there are twenty weak and wearied poſts 
Come from the north; and, as I came along, 
I met and overtook a dozen captains, 
Bare-headed, ſweating, knocking at the taverns, 
And aſking every one for Sir John Falitaff. 

„ Henry. By Heaven, Poins, I feel me much to 
So idly to profane the precious time; [blame, 
When tempeſt of commotion, like the ſouth 
Borne with black vapour, doth begin to melt 
And dxop 2 our bare unarmed heads. 
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Sc. 1. King Henry TW. 197 
Give me my ſword and cloak. Falſtaff, good night. 
[ Exeunt Prince and Poins. 

Fal. Now comes in the ſweeteſt morſel of the night, 
and we muſt hence, and leave it unpick'd, More knock- 
ing at the door? how now? what's the matter? 

Bard. Lou muſt away to court, Sir, preſently : a do- 
zen Captains ſtay at door for you. 

Fal. Pay the muſicians, firrah. Farewel, hoftefs ; 
farewel, Dol. You fee, my good wenches, how men 
of merit are ſought after; the undeferver may flee», 
when the man of action is call'd on. Farewel, gocd 
wenches ; if I be not ſent away poſt, 1 will ſee you 
again ere I go. 

Del. I cannot ſpeak; if my heart be not ready to 
bur ſt Well, ſweet Jack, have a care of thyſelf. 

Fal. Fare wel, farewel. [ Exit, 

Ha. Well, fare thee well: I have known thee theſe 
twenty · nine years, come peſcod-time; but an honeiter 

Bard. Mrs Tear-ſheet, —— | 

Hat. What's the matter ? T4 

Bard. Bid Mittreſs Tear-ſheet come to my maſter. 

Hoſt. O run, Dol, run; run, good. Dol. [Exeuzr. 


SET WW. CECnRND L 
The palace in London. 
Enter Ring Henry in his night-gown, with a Page. 


1 ern. (> O, call call the Earls of Surrey and of War. 


Bur. ere they come, C 
And well conſider of them: make good ſpecd. 


How many thouſands of my pooreſt ſubjects 


Are at this hour aſleep! © O gentle Skep, 


Nature's foft nurſe, how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids down, 
* And ſteep my ſenſes in forgerfulnefs ? 
* Why 5 Sleep, ly 'ſt thou in ſmoaky cribs, 
* Upon uncaſy pallets 2 g thee, 
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198 The Seceud Part of Ac nn, 

And huſt'd with buzzing night-flies to thy ſlumber ; 
Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great, 

© Under the canopies of coſtly ſtate, 

© And lulPd with founds 8 

© O thou dull god, why ly'ſt thou with the vile | 

In loathſome beds, H leav'ft the kingly couch, | 

A watch-caſe to a c::-mon larum-bell ? ; 

* Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy maſt, ; 

Seal up the thip-boy's eyes, and rock his brains, 

In cradle of the rude imperious ſurge ; 

* And in the viſitation of the winds, 

Who take the ruffian billows by the top, | 

Curling their monſtrous heads, and hanging them 

Wich deaf ning clamours in the flipp'ry ſhrouds, 

© That, with the hurly, death itſelf awakes : 

* Can'ft thou, O partial ſlecp, give thy repoſe 

© To the wet ſea-boy in an hour ſo rude; 

And, in the calmeſt and the ſtilleſt night, 

With all appliances and means to boot, 

* Deny it to a King? Then, happy low ! lie down; 

Unraſy lies the bead that wears a crown. 


SCENE II. Ester Warwick ard Surrey. 


War. Many good morrows to your * 
K. Henry, Is it good morrow, Lords? 
ar. Fis one o clock, ard paſt. 
K. Leary. Why, then, good morrow to you. Well. 
my Lords, | | 
Hare you read o'er the letters I teat vou? 

Har. „ We have, my Liege. 

K. Henrz. Then you perceive the body of our King- 
How foul it is; . rank diſeaſes grow, [ dom, 
And with what danger, ncar the heart of it. 

War. Ir is but as a body ſlight diſtemper'd, 

Which to its former ſtrength may be reſtor'd, 
With good advice and little medicine. 


This alludes to the watchmen fet in garrifon-towns upon ſome 
eminence, attending upon an alarum-bell, which he was to ring out 
in caſe of fire, or any approaching danger. He had a cafe or box 
vo the lter him from the weather; but at his utmeſt peril he was 
not to ſ erp whilſt he was upon duty. Theſe alarum- bells are men · 


doued ia ſvexal other places of „ Oxford cotton, 
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Sc. 2. King Henry IV. 199 
My Lord Northumberland will ſoon be ſchool'd. 

K. Henry. Oh heav'n, that one might read the book 
And fee the revolution of the times [of fate, 
Make mountains level, and the continent, 

Weary of ſolid firmnefs, melt itſelf 

Into the ſea ; and, other times, to ſee 

The beachy girdle of the ocean 
22 Sg Re fences mock, 
And changes fill the cup of alteration 

With divers liquors! O, if this were ſeen, 
The happieſt youth viewing his progreſs through, 
What perils paſt, what croſſes to . 
Wou'd ſhut the book, and fit him down and die. 
"Tis not ten years gone 

Since Richard and Northumberland, great friends, 
Did feaſt together; and in two years after 

Were they at wars. It is but eight years ſince, 
This Percy was the man neareſt my foul; 

Who, like a brother, toil'd in my — 

And hid his love and ife under my foot: 

Yea, for my ſake, ev'n to the eyes of Richard, 

Gave him defiance. But which of you was by ? 
(You, couſin Nevil, as I may remember) [To War. 
When Richard, with his eye brim-full of tears, 

Then check'd and rated by Northumberland, 

Did ſpcak theſe words, now prov'd a 

Northumberland, thou ladder by the which 

„My couſin Bolingbroke aſcends my throne ; ND 
gh then, Heav'n knows, I had no fuch intent ; 

But that neceſſity fo bow'd the ſtate, 

That I and greatneſs were compell'd to kiſs) : 

© The time thall come, (thus did he follow it), 

* The time will come, that foul fin, gathering head, 

Shall break into corruptien: fo went on, 

Foretelling this ſame time's condition, 

ide hs of ans. 

War. There is a hiftory in all mens? lives, 

Figuring the nature of the times deccas'd ; 
The which obſerv'd, 2 man may propheſy, 
With a near aim, of the main chance of 
As yet not come to life, enn 
And weak beginnings lie intreaſured. 
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Such things become the hatch and brood of time; 
And by tac neceſſary form of this, 
King Richard might create a perfect gueſs, 
That great Northumberland, then falle to him, 
Would of that feed grow to a greater falſeneſs, 
Which thould not find a ground to root upon, 
Unleſs on you. 

K. Henry. Are theſe things then neceſſities? 
Then let us meet them like neceiſities; 
And that fame word even now cries out on us. 
They ſay the Biſhop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thoufand ſtrong. 

Har. It cannot be: 
Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo, 
The numbers of the fear d. Pleaſe it your Grace 
To go to bed. Upon my life, my Lord, 
The pow'rs that you already have ſent forth, 
Shall bring this prize in very eaſily. 
To comfort you the more, I have receiv'd 
A certain inſtance that Glendower is dead. 
Your Majeſty hath been this fortnight ill, 

And theſe unſeaſon d hours perforce muſt add 
Unto your ſickneſs. | 2 | 
X. Henry. I will take your counſel: 
And were theſe inward wars once out of hand, 


We would, dear Lords, unto the holy land. [Exeunt, 


SCENE Wm. 
Changes to Juſtice Shallew's ſeat in Gloucefterſhire, 


Enter Shallow and Silence, juſtices ; with Mouldy, 


Shadow, Wart, Feeble, and Bull-calf. 


_ Shal. Come on, come on, come on; give me your 
hand, Sir; an early ſtirrer, by the rood ®. And how 
doth my good couſin Silence? 
Sil. Good morrow, good couſin Shallow. 
Shal. And how doth my couſin, your bed-fellow : 
| ond your faireſt daughter, and mine, my god-daughter 
n? | 
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Shal. By yea and nay, Sir, I dare fay my couſin 
William is become a good ſcholar : he is at Oxford ſtill, 
is he not ? | ' | 

Sil. Indeed, Sir, to my coſt. .. 

Shal. He muſt then to the inns of court ſhortly : I 
was once of Clemeat's inn; where, I think, they will 
talk of mad Shall: yet. | 

Sil. You were call'd /uffs SJalloav then, couſin. 

Shal. I was call'd any thing, and I would have done 
any thing, indeed, too, and roundly too. There was I, 
and little John Doit of Staffordſhire. and black George 
Bare, and Francis Pickbone, and Will Squele a Cotſ- 
wold man, you had not four ſuch ſwinge-bucklers in all 
the inns of court again; and I may fay to you, we 


knew where the Bona-Naba's were, and had the beſt of 


them all at commandment. Then was Jack Falſtaff, 
(now Sir John) a boy, and page to Thomas Mowbray, 
Duke of Norfolk. 
Sal. The ſame Sir John, the very ſame: I faw him 
break Schoggan's head at the court-gate, when he was 
a crack, not thus high; and the very ſame day I did 
fight with one Samſon Stockfiſh, a fruiterer. behind 
Gray's-Inn. O the mad days 5 ſpent! and 
to ſee how many of mine old acquaintarfce are dead ? 

Sil. We ſhall all follow, couſin. 

Shal. Certain, tis certain, very fure, very ſure : 
death (as the Pfalmift faith) is certain to all; all ſhall 
die, Flow a good 
Sil. Truly, couſin, I was not there. | 

Shel. Death is certain. Is old Double of your town 
living yet? 

Sil. Dead, Sir. 

Shal. Dead! fee, fee, he drew a good bow: and 
dead he ſhot a fine ſhoot. John of Gaunt loved him 
well, and betted miuch money on his head. Dead! he 
would have clapt in the clowt * at twelve ſcore, and 
carried you a fore-hand ſhaft at fourteen and fourteen 
and a half, that it would have done a man's heart good 
to ſee. How a fcore of ews now? 

® & e. hit the white mark. 


yoke of bullocks at Stamford fair ? 
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Sel. Thereaſter as they be: a ſcore of good ews may 
be worth ten pounds. 
Shal. And is old Double dead? 
SCENE IV. Euer Bardolyh and Page. 
Sil. Here come two of Sir John Falltaif's men, as I 
think. 
Sal. Good morrow, honeſt gentlemen. 
Bard. I betecch you, which is Juitice Shallow? 
Shal, I am Robert Shallow, Sir, a poor Eſuire of 
this county, one of the King's Juſtices of the peace. 
What is your good plcafare with me ? 
Bard. My Captain, Sir, commends him to you; my 


Captain Sir John Falstaff; a tall gentleman, by heav'n! 
and a moſt gallant leader. 


Sal. He greets me well: Sir, I knew him a good 


back-\word man. How doth the good Knight? may 
J aſk how my Lady his wife dorh ? 

Bard. Sir, par don, a ſoldier is better accommodated 
than with a wife. 

Shat. It is well ſaid, Sir; and it is well aid, indeed, 
too: better accommodated-ſt is good, yea, indeed, 
is it; good phraſes, furely, are, and ever were, very 
commendable. Accommodated—ix comes of accamades 
very good, a good phraſe. 

Bard. Pardon me, Sir, I have heard the word. 
« Phraſe call you it? by this day, I know not the 
« phraſe : but I will maintain the word witch my fword, 
& to be a foldier-like word, and a word of excecding 
« good command. Accommodated, that is, when a 
man is, as they fay, accommodated; or, when a 


& man is, being whereby he may be thought to be ac- | 


% commodated, which is an excellent thing. 
SCENE V. Enter Falſtaff. 


Sal. It is very juſt. Look, here comes good Sir 
John. Give me your good hand ; give me your Wor- 
ſhip's good hand: truſt me, you look well, and bear 
your years very well, Welcome, good Sir John. 
Fal. I am glad to fee you well, good Maſter Robert 
Shallow. Maſter Sure-card, as I think, 
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Shal. No, Sir John, it is my couſin Silence, in com- 


miſſi on with me. | 
Fal. Good Maſter Silence, it well befits you ſhould 
be of the peace 

Sil. Your good Worſhip is welcome. 

Fal Fie, this is hot weather, Gentlemen; have 
provided me here half a dozen of ſufficient men? 

Shal. Marry, have we, Sir: will you fir ? 

Fal. Let me ſee them, I beſeech you. 

Shal. Where's the roll ? where's po roll? where's 
the roll? let me fee, let me fee, let me fee: fo, fo, 
ſo, fo: yea, marry, Sir. Ralph Mouldy :—lct them 


appear as I call : * let them do ſo. Let 
me ſee, where is Mouldy ? 


Moul. Here, if it pleafe you. 
Sal. What think you, Sir John ? | a good limb'd fel- 
low; young, ſtrong, and of good friends. 

Fal. Is thy name Mouldy ? 

Maul. Yea, if it pleaſe you. 

Fal. Tis the more time thou wert us'd. 
| Shal. Ha, ha, ha, moſt excellent, i faith. Things 
| that are mouldy, lack uſe : very ſingular good. Well 
ö ſaid, Sir John, very well faid. 
; | Fal. Prick him. 

Moul. I was prick'd well enough before, if you could 
8 have let me alone: my old dame will be undone now 
: for one to do her huſbandry, and her drudgery; you 
q need not to have prick'd me, there are other men fitter 
7 to go out than I. 
a 
a 


Fal. Go to: — Mouldy, you ſhall go. _— 
it is time you were ſpent, 

Moul. Spent ? 

Shal. Peace, fellow, peace: ſtand kde: — yo 
where you are? For the other, Sir John. Let me 
ſee : Simon Shadow. 

ir Fal. Ay, marry, let me have him to fit under : he's 
r kke to be a cold folder. 
ar Shbal. Where's Shadow? 
Shad. Here, Sir. 
Iz Fal. Shadow, whoſe fon art thou ? ? 
Shad. My macrker's fon, Sir. 


Fal. Thy mother's ſon! like enough; and thy fa- 


v, ther's ſubſtance. * 

Shal. Do you like him, Sir John? 

Fal. Shadow will ferve for fummer; prick him ; for 
we have a number of thadows to fill up the mutter-book. 

Shal. Thomas Wart. 

Fal. Where's he ? 

Wart. Here, Sir. 

Fal. Is thy name Wart ? 

Wart. Yea, Sir. 

Fal. Thou art a very rugged wart. 

Shal. Shall I prick him down, Sir John? 

Fal. It were ſuperſluous; for his apparel is built 
upon his back, and the whole frame ftands upon pins; 
prick him no more. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ha, you can do it, Sir“; you can 
do it: I commend you well. Francis Feeble. 
 'Feeble. Here, Sir. 

Fal. What trade art thou, Fecble? 

Ferble. A woman's tailor, Sir. 

Shal. Shall I prick him, Sir? 

Ful. You may: but if he had been a man's tailor, 
he would have prick d you. Wilt thou make as many 
holes in an enemy's battle, as thou haſt done in a wo- 
man's petticoat ? 

Feeble. I will do my good will, Sir; you can have 
no more. 

Fal. Well ſaid, good woman's tailor; well faid, cou- 
rageous Feeble: thou wilt be as valiant as the wrath- 
ful dove, or moſt magnanimous mouſe. Prick the wo- 

. man's tailor well, Maſter Shallow, deep, Maſter Shal- 
low. | 
Feeble. I would Wart might have gone, Sir. 
Fal. I would thou wert 4 man's tailor, that thou 
might'ſt mend hun, and rike him fir tn go. E cann«t 
put him to be a private ſoldier, chat is the leader of fo 
many thouſands. Let that fullice, — Feebl.. 
Fecbie. It ſhallł fuffice. 
Ful. am bound to thee, rererend Fecble. Whois 
the next ? 
® 6 you know how to jel. 
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Shal. Peter Bull-calf of the green. # 
Fal. Yea, marry, let us ſee Bull-calf. 
Bul. Here, Sir. SW 
Ful. Truſt me, a likely fellow. Come, prick me 
Bull-calf, till he roar again. 
Bul. Oh, good my Lord Captain 
Ful. What, doſt thou roar before th' art prick d? 
Bal. Oh, Sir, I am a difcaſed man. 
Ful. What diſeaſe haſt thou? 
Bul. A whorſon cold, Sir; a cough, Sir, which I 
caught with ringing in the Kiag's affairs, upon his co- 


ronation-day, 


Fal. Come, thou ſhalt go to the wars in a gown : we 
will have away thy cold, and I will take fach order that 
thy friends thall ring for thee. Is here all? 

Shal. There is two more called than your number; 
you muſt have but four here, Sir; and fo, I pray you, 
go in with me to dinner... 

Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot 
tarry dinner. I am glad to ſee you, in good troth, Ma- 
ſter Shallow. | 
Shal. O, Sir John, do you remember ſince we lay 
all night in the wind-mill in St George's fields ? 

Fal. No more of that, good Maſter Shallow, no more 
of that. 


Sbal. Ha! it was a merry night. And is Jane Night- 


work alive? 


Fal. She lives, Maſter Shallow. 
Shal. She never could away with me. 
Fal. Never, never : ſhe would always fay, ſhe could 


not abide Maſter Shallow. 


Shal. By the maſs, I could anger her to the heart: 
ſhe was then a Bora-roba. Doth ſhe hold her own well? 

Ful. Old, old, Maſter Shallow. 

Shal. Nay, ſhe muſt be old, ſhe cannot chuſe but he 
old; certain, ſhe's old, and had Robin Night-work by 
old Night-work, before I came to Clement's inn. 

Sil. That's fifty-five years ago. 

Shal. Ha, couſin Silence, that thou hadſt ſeen that 
that this Knight and I have fecn !———Hah, Sir john, 
Tad | well ? | 


The Sceond Part of A& nt. 
Fal. We have heard the chimes at midnight, Matter 


S$hal That we have, that we have, in faith, Sir John, 
we have: our watchword was, Hem, boys. Come, 


let's to dinner; oh, the days that we have ſeen! come, 


. 


X Ae 
* — 


e Mate orporal Captain, for my 
4 my friend: ſhe hath no body to 


3s cp hike chown her when I am gone, and ſhe's old, 
and cannot help herfelf : you ſhall have forty, Sir. 
Bard. Go to; ſtand aſide. 


Feeble. I care not, a man can die but once ; we owe 


God a death; I e a baſe mind if it be 


good fel 

Feeble. — fa | 
Fal. Come, Sir, which men ſhall I have ? 
S$hal. Four of which you 
Bard. Sir, a word with _ 
to free Mouldy and Bull-calf. 

1 well. 

Sbal. Come, Sir John, which four will you have? 
Fal. Do you chuſe for me. 

Shal. Marry then, Mouldy, Bull-calf, Feeble, and 


Bay ar home till you are pat ſervice ; and for your part, 
Bull-calf, grow till you come unto it. I will none of 
ou. 
PX. dos. tr don. tw ant aa 

hey are your likelieſ we, and I would have you ferv'd 
with the beſt. 
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Tal. Will you tell me, Maſter Shallow, how to chuſe 
> man? Cree 3 for the Fab, the thawes, the flhmee, 


Maſter Shallow. Here's Wart; 


appearance it is : he ſhall charge you and diſcharge you 
with the motion of a pewterer's hammer; come off and 


on, ſwifter than he that gibbets on the brewer's bucket. 


And this fame half-fac'd fellow Shadow, give me this 
man, he preſents no mark to the enemy; the fo-man 


may with as great aim level at the edge of a penknife ; 


and, for a retreat, how ſwiftly will this Feeble, the 
woman's tailor, run off? O give me the ſpare men, 
and ſpare me the great ones, Put me a caliver into 
Warte hand, Bardolph. 

Bard. Hold, Wart, traverſe; thus, thus, thus. | 
Fal. Come, manage me your caliver : fo, very well, 
go to, very good, exceeding good. O, give me always 
2 little, lean, old, chopt, bald thot. Well faid, Wart, 

thou art a good ſcab: hold, there is a teſter for thee. 
$hal., He is not his craft- maſter, he doth not do it 
right. i 


Sal. Sir ſohn, | 
affairs, and ſend us 
houfe. Let our old acquaintance be renewed 
venture I will with you to the court. 

Fal. I would you would, Maſter Shallow. 


20 The Second Part of Act 171. 


& off theſe Juſtices. I do ſee the bottom of Juſtice 
Shallow. How ſubject we old men are to this vice 
of lying ! this ſame ſtarv'd Juſtice hath done 
* but prated to me of the witch of db youtd, and 
» ns feats he hath done about Furnbal-ftreet ; and 

, every third word a lye, more duly paid to the hearer 
« than the Turk's tribute, I do remember him at Cle- 
« ment's inn, like a man made after ſupper of a cheefe- 
« part When he was naked, he was for all the 
* world like a forked radiſh, with a head fantaſtically 
* carv'd upon it with a kaife. He was ſo forlorn, that 
his dimenſions to any thick fight were inviſible. He 
was the very genius of famine, yet lecherous as a mon- 
key, and the whores call'd him maudrale : he came e- 
ver in the rere-ward of the faſhion; and fung thoſe 
tunes to the over-ſcurch'd * huſwires that he heard the 
carmen whiſtle, and fware they were his /ancies or his 
od-nights., And now is this vice's dagger become a 
uire, and talks as familiarly of John of Gauntas if he 
had been ſworn brother to him: and I'll be fworn, he 
never faw him but once in the tilt-yard, and then he 
broke his head for crouding among the Marſhal's men. 
I faw it, and told John of Gaunt he beat his own 
name; for you might have truſs d him and all his appa- 
rel into an eel-ſkin: the caſe of a treble hoboy was a 
manſion for him, a court; and now hath he land and 
| beeves. Well, I will be acquainted with him, if I re- 
turn; nd in Gold gp hard bee en 
ſopher's two ſtones + to me. If the young dace be a 
| bait for the old pike, I ſce no reafon in the law of na- 
"| pp * 
an end. [5x 


® 2. e. whipp'd carted. 
+ One of which was an univerſil medicine, and the other a 
tanſamter of baſer metals into gold. Mr Iarourts. 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I. 
Changes to a foreſt in Yorkſhire. 


Enter the Archbi York, Mowbray, ard 
£4. uy ſhop of y, Haſtings, 


Tork. 


Hat is this foreſt call'd? 
Haſt. "Tis Gaultree foreſt. 
York. Here ftand, my Lords, and ſend diſcoverers 
To know the numbers of our enemies. [forth, 

Haſt. We have ſent forth already. 

Ter. Tis well done. | 
My friends and brethren in theſe great affairs, 
I muſt acquaint you, that I have receiv'd 
Neu- dated letters from Northumberland; 
Their cold intent, tenor, and ſubſtance thus : 2 
Here doth he wiſh his perſon, with ſuch powers 
As might hold fortance with his quality, 
The which he could not levy ; whereupon 
He is retir'd, to ripe his growing fortunes, 
To Scotland; and concludes in hearty prayers, 
That your attempts may over-lve the hazard 
And fearful meeting of their 


Mowb. Thus do rss 
And daſh themſelves to pieces. [ ground; 


Haſft. Now, what news? 

Mel. Welt of this foreſt, ſcarcely off a mile, 
In goodly form comes on the enemy: 

And by the ground they hide, I judge their number 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thouſand. 


Meowb. The juſt proportion that we gave them out. 
Let us way on, od hes theme is the Ba. 


SCENE II. Ester Weſtmorland, 
York. What well-appointed leader fronts us here? 
Me. I think it is my Lord of Weſtmorland. 
Weſt. Health and fair gre:»n1g from our general, 
The triace, Lord John, and Duke of Lancafter, 
York. Say on, my W „ Weſtmorlard, in peace: 
9 
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What doth concern your coming ? | 
Weſt. Then, my Lord, 

Uato your Grace do I in chief addreſs 

The ſubſtance of my ſpeech. If that rebellion 

Came like irſclf, in baſe and abject routs, 

Led on by heady youth, gouded with rage, 

And countenanc'd by boys and beggary ; 

1 fay, if damn'd commotion ſo appear'd 

In his true, native, and moſt proper ſhape, 

Lou, reverend father, and theſe Noble Lords. 

Had not been here to dreſs the ugly forra 

Of baſe and bloody infurreftion = 

With your fair honours, Lor, my Lord Archbiſhop, 

Whoſe fee is by a civil peace maintain 'd, 

Whoſe beard the filver hand of peace hath ronch's, 

Whole learning and good [ctters peace hath tutor d, 

Whole white inveſtments figure innocence, 

The dove and very bleſicd Spirit of peace; 

Wherefore do you fo ill tranſlate yourſelf, 

Out of the ſpeech of peace, that bears ſuch grace, 

Into the harſh and boiſt rous tongue of war ? 

Turning your books to glaves, your ink to blood, 

Your pens to launces, and your tongue divine * 

To a loud rrumper and a poin: of war? 

York. Wherefore do I this? fo the queſtion ftards, 
Briefly, to this end: we are ail diſeas'd, 
And with our ſurfeiting and wanton hours, 

Have brought ourſelves into a burning fever. 

And we muſt bleed for it: of which diſeaſe 

Qur late King Richard being infected, d;'d. 

But, my moſt Noble Lord of — 

Etake not on me hare as a phyſician: 

Ner do I, as an enemy to peace, 

Hroop in the throngs of military men: 

But rather ſhew a while like fearful war, 

Ts diet rank minds, fick of happineſs; 

And purge th” obſtructions. which begin to ſtop- 

Qur very. veins-of life. Hear me more plainly. 

Ive in equal balance juſtly weigh'd 

What wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs we ſuffer ; 

And. find our griefs heavier than our offences. 
1 er 6 
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We ſee which way the ftream of time doth run, 
And are inforc'd from our moſt quiet ſphare, 
By the rough torrent of occaſion; 
And have the ſummary of all our  griefs, 
hen time thall ſerve, to ſhew in articles; 
Which long ere this we offer'd to the King, 
Ard might by no fuit gain cur audience. 
When we are wrong'd, and would unfold our griefs, 
We are deny'd acceſs unto his perſon, 
Ex 'n by thoſe men that moſt have done us wrong. 
The danger of the days but newly gone, 
{ Whoſe memory is written on the earth 
With yct-appearing blood), and the examples 
Of every minute's inſtance, preſent now, 
Have put us in theſe ill-beſceming arms: 
Not to break peace, or any branch of it; 
But to eſtabluh here a peace indeed, 
Concurring both in name and quality. 
</{. When ever yet was your appeal 'd? 
Wherein have you been galled by ia 
What Peer hath been ſuborn'd to grate on yo. 
That you ſhould feal this lawleſs bloody book 
Of forg'd rebellion with a feal divine, 
And conſecrate Commotion's civil edge? 
Y:rk. My brother general, the commonwealth, 
To brother born an houſhold-cruelty, 
I make my quarrel in 
Weſt. There is no need of any ſuch redreſs ; 2 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 14 
AMowb. Why not to him in part, and to us all, | 
That feel the bruifes of the days before ; * 
And ſuffer the condition of theſe times 4 
To lay an heavy and unequal hand 1 
Upon our honours? 
Melt. O my good Lord Mowbray, 
Conſtrue the times to their neceſſities, 


And you ſhall fay indeed it is the time, 


1 5 
To Luild a grief on. Were you not reſtor d 
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To all the Duke of Norfolk's ſcigniories, 

Your noble and right-well-remember'd father? 
leb. What thing, in honour, had my father lof, 

That need to be reviv'd and breath d in me? 


y Bolingbroke and he 
Being mounted, and both rouſed in their feats, 

Their neighing courſers daring of the ſpur, 

Their armed ſtaves in charge, their beavers down, 
Their eyes of fire ſparkling through ſights of ſteel, 
And the loud trumpet blowing them together ; 
Then, then, when there was nothing could have ſtaid 
My father from the breaſt of Bolingbroke ; 


For all the country 
Cry'd hate upon him; all their prayers and love 


To know your griefs; to tell you from his Grace, 


We. Mowbray, you over-ween to take it ſo : 
This offer comes from mercy, not from fear, 
For, lo ! within a ken, our army hes; 
Upoa mine honour, all too conkdent 


* 
. » .- 
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To gire admittance to a thought of fear. 

Our battle is more full of names than yours, 

Our men more perfect in the uſe of arms, 

Our armour all as ſtrong, our cauſe the beſt; 


Then reafon wills our hearts ſhould be as good. 
Say you not then, our offer is compell'd. 

NMeorwb. Well; by my will, we thall admit no parley. 
Heß. That argues but the ſhame of your offence: 

A rotten cafe abides no handling. 

Hat. Hath the Prince John a full commiſſion, 
In very ample virtue of his father, 

To hear and abſolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we ſhall ſtand upon? 

g. That is intended in the General's name: 
I mute you make fo flight a queſtion. 

York. Then take, my Lord of Weſtmorland, this 
For this contains our general grievances: [ſchedule, 
Each ſeveral article herein redreſs d, 

All members of our cauſe, both here and hence, 
That are infinewed to this action, 

Acquitted by a true fubſtantial form; 

And prefent executions of our wills 
DS and to our properties, confin'd ; 

We come within our lawful banks again, 

And knit our powers to the arm of peace. 

Weſt. This will I ſhew the General. Fink you. 
In fight of both our battles, we may meet; [Lords, 
And either end in peace, (which Bcav'n fo frame 1), 
Or to the place of difference call the ſwords, 
Which muſt decide it. 

York, My Lord, we will do fo. [Exit Weſt. 


S CEN E HM. 


Mob. There is a thing within my boſom tells me, 
That no conditions of our peace can ſtard. 
Haft. Fear you not that: if we can make our peace 
Upon fuch large terms and fo abſclute, 
As our conditions ſhall inſiſt upon, 
Our peace ſhall ſtand as firm as rocky mountains. 
Moavb. Av, but our valuation ſhall be fuch, 
That ey 'ry flight and falſe- derived cauſe, 
Yea, ev'ry idle, nice and wauton reaſon, 
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Shall to the King taſte of this action. | 
That were our royal faiths martyrs in love, 

We thall be winnow'd with fo rough a wind, 

That ev'n our corn ſhall ſeem as light as chaff, 

And good from bad find no partition. 

- Tork. No, no, my Lord; note this: the King is 
dainty and ſuch picking grievances : [weary 
For he hath found, to end one doubt by death, 
Revives two greater in the heirs of life. 

And therefore will he wipe his tables ckan, 

And keep no tell-tale to his memory, 

That may repeat and hiſtory his loſs 


9 


To new remembrance: For full well he knows, 
He cannot ſo preciſely weed this land, 
That, plucking to unfix an 

He doth unf 

So that thi 
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Weft. The Prince is here at hand : pleaſeth your 


To meet his Grace, juft diſtance tween our armies ? 
Ae. Your Grace of York in God's name chen ſet 
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Tar. Before, and greet his Grace; my Lord, we 
come. 
SCENE IV. Ester Prince John of Lancaſter. 
Lan. You're well encounter'd here, my couſin Mow- 
Good day to you, my gentle Lord Archbithop, [bray ; 
And fo to you, Lord Haſtings, and to all. 
My Lord of York, it better ſhew'd with you, 
When that your flock, aſſembled by the bell, 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence 
Your expoſition on the holy text ; 
Than now to fee you here an iron man, 
Cheering a rout of rebels with your drum, 
Vt Bs wand > fever, and tk to death. 
That man that ſits within a monarch's heart, 
And ripens in the ſunſhine of his favour, | 
Would he abufe the count'nance of the King, * 
Alack, what miſchiefs might he ſet abroach, 
In ſhadow of fuch greatneſs ? With you, Lord Biſhop,” 
It is ev'n ſo. Who hath not heard it ff 
How deep you were withis the books of heav's? 
To us, the ſpeaker in his parliament: 
To us, th imagin d voice of heav'n itſelf; 
The very opener and intelligencer 
Between the grace, the ſanctities of heav'n, 
And our dull workings. O, who ſhall believe 
But you miſuſe the rev'rence of your place, 
r 
As a falſe favourite doth his prince's name 
In deeds diſhon'rable ? you've taken up, 
Under the counterfeited zeal of God, 
The ſubjects of his ſubſtitute, my father; 
And both againft the es hr ad tin 
Have here up-ſwarm'd them. 
York. Good my Lord of Lancaſter, 
1 gong » wee WY 
But, » 1a or Lute Wedmoad, % 
The time miſ-order'd doth in common fence 
rn 
0 our ſafety up. your Grace 
The parcels and particulars of our | 
The which bah been with ſcors ber d from the court 
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Whereon this Hydra-ſon of war is born, 
Whoſe dangerous eyes may well be charm'd aſleep 


Wich grant of our moft juſt and right defire; H 
And true obedience, of this madneſs cur'd, 
Stoop tamely to the foot of majeſty. Fe 
Mou. If not, we ready are to try our fortunes 
To the laſt man. B. 
Haft. And though we here fall down, 
We have ſupplies to ſecond our attempt: ge 
If they mifcairy, theirs ſhall fecond them. 
And fo ſucceſs * of miſchief ſhall be born, 
And heir from heir ſhall hold his quarrel up, 
While England thall have generation. p 
Lan. You are too ſhallow, Haſtings, much too mal- Eo 
To ſound the bottom of the after-rimes. [low, 7 
Toft. Pleaſeth your Grace, to anfwer them directly, - Fa 
How far-forth you do like their articles? And 
Lan. I like them all, and do allow them well : 
And fwear here, by the honour of my blood, FF” 
My father's purpoſes have been miſtook ; | Am 
And ſome about him have too laviſhly Ma 
Wreſtcd his meaning and authority. | We 
My Lord, theſe griefs ſhall be with ſpeed redreſs d; 7 


= yon life, * ſhall. If this may pleaſe you, 
Diſcharge your pow'rs unto their ſeveral counties, 
As we will ours; and here, between the armies, I 
Let's drink together friendly, and embrace; 

That all their eyes may bear thoſe tok2ns home, 1 


Of our reſtored love and amity. Nou 
York. I take your princely word for theſe redreſſes. 75 
Lan. 1 give it you ; and will maintain my word; Will 

And thereupon [ drink unto your Grace. E © 


Haft. Go, Captain, and dehver to the army 
This news of peace; let thera have pay, and part: 


1123 Hie thee, Captain. * 
[ Exit Colevile, |; 

York, To you, my Noble Lord of Weitmorlaad. E tt 
Weft. I pledge your Grace; and if you knew what Each 
I hae beftow'd. to breed this preſent peace, [ pains 7 
You would drink freely ; but my love to ye 1 &o ; 
Shall Sew itfelf more openly hereafter. And y 
* Succeſs, for ſucceſſion. = Of ca 
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Tork. I do not doubt you. 
. Weſt. L am glad of it. | | 
Health to my Lord, and gentle couſin Mowbray. 
Maub. You with me health in very happy ſeaſon, 
For I am on the ſudden fometking ill. 
Tant. Againſt ill chances men are ever merry, 
But heavineſs fore- runs the good event. 
Nn. Therefore be merrry, coz, ſince ſudden forrow 
Serves to ſay thus, Some good thing comes to-morrow. 
York. Believe me, I am paſting hight in ſpirit. 
Muh. So much the worſe, if your own rule be true. 
[ Shouts. 
Lan. The word of peace is render'd;-hark ! they 
1[w%h. This had been chearſul after —— [ſhour. 
York. A peace is of the nature of a conqueſt; 
For then both parties nobly are ſubdu'd, 
And neither party loſer. 
Lan. Go, my Lord, 
And let our army be diſcharged too. [Exit Welt, 
And, good my Lord, fo pleafe yon, let our trains 
March by us, that we may peruſe tie men 
We ſhould have cop'd withal. 
Yori, Go, good Lord Haſtings ; 
And, ere they be diſmiſs d, let them march by. 
[Exit Haſtings. 
Lan. I truſt, Lords, we ſhall lie to-night er. 


- SCENE v. Re-enter Weſtmorland. 
Now, couſin, wherefore ſtands our army ftill ? 
Het. The leaders, having charge from you to ſtand, 


Will not go off uatil they hear you ſpeak. 


Lon, They know their duties. 


Re-enter Haſtings. 

Laßt. My Lord, our army is diſpers'd already: 
Like youthful ſteers unyok'd, they took their courſe 
Eaſt, weſt, north, ſouth; or, like a ſchool broke up, 
Each hurties towards his home and ſporting-place. 

N. Good tidings, my Lord Haſtings; for the 
L do arreſt thee, traitor, of high treaſon [which 
and you, Lord Archbithop, and you, Lord Moubray, 
Of capital treaſon I attach you both. ; 

Vor. IV. | T 
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Mawb. Is this juſt and honourable ? 

Men. Is your aſſembly fo ? 

TY;rk. Will you thus break your faith ? 

Lan. I pawn'd you none: 

I promis'd you redreſs of theſe fame 

W hereof you did complain; which, . mine — 

I will perform with a moſt Chriſtian care, 

But for you, rebels, look to tafte the due 

Meet for rebellion and ſuch acts as yours. 

Mot ſhallowly did you theſe arms commence, 

Fondiy brought here, and fooliſhly fent hence. 

Strike up our drums, purſue the FA xter'd ſtray ; 

Heav'n, and not we, hath fafcly fought to-day. 

Some guard thefe traitors to the block of death, 

Treafon's trus bed and yiclder up of breath. [Ex αν,et. 
[ Harm, Excurſions . 


' SCENE VI. Entr Fallalf and Colerite.. 


Fal. What's your name, Sir? of what condition are 
you ? and of what place, I pray? 

Col. I am @ Knight, Sir; and my name is Calevile 
of the dale. 

Fal. Well then, Colevile is your name, a Knight is 
vour degree, and your place, the dale. Colevile ſhall 
mill be your name, Joe your _ — noche = 

your placc, a enough : 
prongs ne wo 1 

Cale. Are not you Sir John Falſtaff? 

Fal. As good a man as he, Str, -whoe'erT am: do ye 
vield, Sir, or thall I fweat for you ? if I do ſweat, they 
are the drops of thy lovers, and they weep for thy 
death ; therefore rouſe up fear and trembling, and do 
obſervance to my mercy. 

Cale. I think you are Sir Ichn Falſtaff, and in that 

ght yield me. 

Fal. ſhone victe fibact of wines incite belly of 
mine, and not a tongue of them all ſpeaks any other 
word but my name: an' I had but a belly of any indit- 
ferency, I were ſimply the moſt active fellow in Europe: 
my womb, my womb, my womb undoes me. Here 
comes our General. 


8 FFS. SEE. 2 g vn K a+. 


SB FFEB ERSTE 


Sc. 6. King Henry IV: 219 


Enter Prince John of Lancaſter and Weſtmorland. 
Lan. The heat is paſs'd, follow no farther now, 


Call in the pow'rs, good couſin Weſtmorland, 


[Exit Weſt. 


Now, Falſtaff, where have you been all this while? 


yielded ; that I might julldy fog with the hook-nee's fel- 
low of Rome there, Czfar,—I came, faw, and over- 
came. 
Lan. It was more of his courteſy than your deſerving. 
Fal. I know not. Here he is, and here I yield him; 
and I beicech your Grace, let it be book'd with the reſt 
edrmtn brwege; or, by the Lord, I will have it in a 


enfore d, if you do not all ſhew like gilt 
and I, in the clear ſky of fame, o erſbine you as much 
as the full moon doth the cinders of the element, which 
ſhew like pins heads to her; believe not the word of 
the noble. Therefore let me have right, and let deſert 
mount. 
Lan. Thine's too heavy to mount. 
Fal. Let it ſhine then. 
Lan. Thine s too thick to ſhine. 
Fal. Let it do ſomething, my good Lord, that may 
do me good, and call it what you will, 
Lan. Is thy name Colevile ? 
Cale. It is, my Lord. 
Lan. A famous rebel art thou, Calerile. 
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Fal. And a famous true ſubject took him. 
Cle. I am, my Lord, but as my betters are, 
That led me hither; had they been ruFd by me, 
You ſhould have won them dearer than you have. 
Ful. I know not how they fold themſelves ; but thou. 
Rke a kind fellow, gas ſt thyſelf away gratis ; and 1 
tank thee for thee, | 


SCENE VII. Ext:r Weſtmorland, 
Lan. Now, have you left purſuit ? 
Wet. Retreat is made, and execution ſtay' d. 
Lan. Send Colevile then with his confederates 
To York, to preſent execution. 
Blunt, lead him hence; and fee you guard them ſure, 
[ Ex, it Colevile, 
And now difpatch we torx'rd the court, my Lords; 
1 hear the King, my father, is fore fick : 
Our news ſail go before us to his Majeſty, 


Which, couſin, you thall bear to comfort him; 


Aad we with fober ſpeed will fallow you. | 

Fat. My Lord, I befcech you, give me leave to go 
through Glo'ſterſhire ; and when you come to court, 
pray Rand my goud Lard in your gcud report, 
Lax. Fare you well, Falſtaff; I, in my condition, 
Shall better ſpeak of you than you deferve. (Exit, 


Fal. I would you had but the wit; 'twere better than 


dukedom. Good faith, this fame young ſober- 
blooded boy doth not love me; nor a man cannot make 
him laugh; but that's no marvel, he drinks no wine. 
There s never any of theſe demure boys come to any 


dull, and curdy vapours which inviron it; makes i 
apprehenſive, quick, forgetive, full of nimble, ficry, 
and delectable ſhapes ; which deliver d o'er to the voice, 
the tongue, which is the birth, becomes excellent wit. 
The ſecoad property of your excellent ſherris, is, the 
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warming of the blood; which before cold and ſettled, 
left che liver white and pale; which is the badge of pu- 
fillanimity and cowardice : but the ſherris warms it, and 
makes it courſe from the inwards, to the parts extreme ; 


SCEMN KK VE 


Changes to the palace at Weſtminſter. 

Enter King Henry, Warwick, Clarence, and Glouceſter. 
H. Henry. Now, Lords, if heav'n doth give ſucceſsful 
To this debate that blecdeth at our doors, [end 
We will our youth lead on to higher fields, wad 
And draw no ſwords but what are fanctify'd, 

Our navy is addrefs'd, = pow'r collected, 
| 3 
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Our ſubſtitutes in abſence well inveſted, 
And every thing lies level to our wiſh : 
Only we want a little perſonal ftrength ; 
And pauſe us, all theſe rebels, now a-foot, 
Come underneath the yoke of government. 
War. Both which, we doubt not, but your Majeſty 
Shall foon enjoy. 
K. Eenry. Humphry, my fon of Glouceſter, 


Where is the Prince your brother? 
Clown. I think he's gone to hunt, my Lord, at Wind- 
XK. Henry. And how accompanied? (for. 


lau. I Brace bon my Lord. 
K. Henry. Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence, 
with him? 
leu. No, my gond Lord, he is in preſence here. 
Cla. What would my Lord and Father? 
A. Henry. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Cla- 
rence, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince thy brother? 
He loves thee, and thou doſt neglect him, Thomas ; 
Thou baft a better place in his affeclion 
Than all thy brothers: cheriſh it, my boy; 
And noble offices thou may ſt effect 
Of mediation, after I am dead, 
Between his greatneſs and thy other brethren. 
Therefore omit him not; blunt not his love; 


Nor loſe the good advantage of his grace, 


Ny feeming cold, or careleſs of his will. 

For he is gracious, if he be obſerv'd : 

He hath a tear for pity, and a hand 
Open as day, for melting charity: 

Let notwithſtanding, being incens d, he's flint; 


= As humorous as winter, and as ſudden 


« As flaws congealed ia the ſpring of day. 
His temper therefore muſt be well obferv'd : 
«+ Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 
«© When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mirth; 
9 to the of ſome that the 
3 — in the av by cold, ( ry ns intenſe —— 
the morning); and being afterwards rarified and let looſe by the 


„ armth of the ſun, oc thoſe fudden impetuous guſts of wind 


» hich are called Saws, Oxford editar, 
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« But being moody, give him line and 
4% Till that his paſſions, n 
« Confound themſelves with working. Learn this, 
Thomas, 
And thou ſhalt prove a ſhelter to thy friends; 
A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers in, 
That the united veſſel of their blood, 
(Mingled with venom of ſuggeſtion, 
As, force perforce, the age will pour it in), 
Shall never leak, though it do work as ſtrong 
As aconitum, or raſh gun-powder. 
Cie. I ſhall obferve him with all care and love. 
X. Heiiry. Why art thou not at Windfor with him, 
Thomas? 
Cla. He is not there to-day; he dines in London. 
K. Henry. And how accompanied? canſt thou tell 
„ 
Cla. With Poins, and other his continual followers. 
K. Henry. Moſt ſubject is the fatteſt foil to weeds : 
And he, the noble image of my youth, 
Is overſpread with them; therefore my 
Stretches r 
The blood weeps from my heart, when I do ſhape, 
In forms imiginary, th' unguided days 
And rotten times that you ſhall look upon, 
When I am fleeping with my anceftors. 
„ 
When rage and hot blood are his counſcllors, 


When means and laviſh manners meet together, 


Oh, with what wings (raid bop etoftine ty 
Tow'rd fronting peril and oppos'd decay ? 

War. My gracious Lord, you look beyond him quite ; 
The Prince but ſtudies his companions, | 
Like a ſtrange tongue; wherein, to gain the language, 
Tis needful that the moſt immodeſt word 
Be look'd upon, and learn'd; which once atraia'd, 
Your Highneſs knows, comes to no fai ther uſe, 

But to be known and hated. So, like groſs terms, 
The Prince will in the perfectneſs of time 

Caſt off his followers; and their memory 

Shall as a pattern or a mcafure live, 

By which his Grace muit mete the hyes of others; 


ras ad ed ts. pats, 
K. Henry. Tis feldom, es ts dic buck rave fee 


comb 
we hed ths 's here? Weſtmorland ! 


S C EN E IX. Enter Weſtmorland. 


Weft. Health to my Sovereign, and new happineſs 
A. 
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But peace puts forth her olive ev'ry where. 
The manner how this action hath been borne, 
Here at more leiſure may your Hi hneſs read, 
With every courſe, in his 
L. Henry. O Weſtmorland, thou art a ſummer-bird, 


She either gives a ſtomach, and no food; 
(Such are the poor, in health); or elſe a feaſt, 
2 (ſuch the rich, 
That have abundance, and enjoy it not). 

I ſhould rejoice now at this news; 


And now my fight fails, and my brain is giddy, 


O me, come near me, now I am much ill ! 


Glou. Comtort your Majclty ! 2 
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— —ñͥ4 Is vs — an 


Cla. Oh, my royal father! | 
Meß. My ſovereign Lord, chear up yourſelf, look up. 
War. Be patient, Princes; you do know, theſe fits 
Are with his Highneſs very ordinary. 
Stand from him, give him air: he'll ſtraight be well. 
Ca. No, no, he cannot long hold out theſe pangs ; 
Th inceſſant care and labour of his mind 
Hath wrought the mure, that ſhould conſine it in, 
So thin, that life looks through, and will break out. 
Glou. The people fear me; for they do obſerve 
Unfather'd heirs and loathly births of nature. 
The ſeaſons change their manners, as the year 
Had found ſome months afleep, and leap'd them over. 
Cla. The river hath thrice flow'd, no ebb between ; 
And the old folk (time's doating chronicles) 
Say, it did fo a little time before 
That our great grandſire Edward fick'd and dy d. 
War. Speak lower, Princes, for the King recovers. 
Glou. This apoplex will, certain, be his end. 
X. Henry. I pray you, take me up, and bear me hence 
Tato ſome other chamber: ſoftly, pray. 
Let there be no noife made, my gentle friends, 
Unleſs ſome doleing “, favourable hand 
Will whiſper muſic to my weary ſpirit. 
War. Call for the muſic in the other room. 
X. Henry. Set me the crown upon my pillow here. 
Cla. His eye is hollow, and he changes much. 
War. Leſs noiſe, lefs noife. | 


deln 3. Sov Aro ther. 


P. Henry. Who ſaw the Duke of Clarence? 
Cla. I am here, brother, full of heavineſs. 

P. Henry. How now ! rain within doors, and none 
How doth the King? | [abroad ? 
Glow. Exceeding ill. 
P. Henry. Heard he the good news yet ? 
Tell it him. | 
Gleu. He alter'd much upon the hearing it. 
P. Henry. If he be fick with joy, 

He l recover without phyſic. 
® 7, e. a hand uſing foft melancholy airs. 
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K. Henry. Why 6d you kave me here alone, my 


Cla. We left the Prince my brother here, my Liege, 
Who undertook to fit and watch 


you. 
K. Henry. The Prince of Wales! where is he? let 
me fee him. 
War. This door is open, he is gone this way. 
ann the chamber where we 
y'd. 
K. Hemy. 4 who took it from my 


Var. n we left it here. 
X. 37 The Prince hath ta'en it hence: go ſeek 
Is he haſty, that he doth ſuppoſe * 
My fleep my death ? find him, my Lord of Warwick, 
And chide him hither ſtraight; this part of his 
Conjorns with my diſeaſe, and helps to end me. 
Sce, fons, what things you are ! how 
Falls to revolt, when gold becomes her 
For this, the fooliſh over-eareful fathers 
Have broke their fleeps wi 
Their bones with induftry : 
The canker'd heaps 421 
For this, ding hows dons — to inveſt, 
Their ſons with arts and martial exerciſes : 
When, like the bee, culling from ev'ry flow'r, 
Our thighs are pack d with wax, our mouths with honey, 
We bring it to the hive: and, like the bees, 
Are murder'd for our pains ! this bitter taſte 
Yield his ingrofſments to the dying father. 
Now, where is he, that will not ſtay ſo long, 
Till his friend, Sickneſs, hath determin'd me? 
War. 1 | 
Wih ſuch a deep demeanour in great ſorrow, 
That Tyranny, which never quaff d but blood, 
Would by him have waſli'd his knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither. 
K. Henry. Bucwherefore did he take away the crown ? 


228 ' The Second Part of Ad rv. 
Enter Prince Henry. 

Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me, Harry ; 

Lords. 


That it will quickly drop; my day is dim. 


Thou haſt feal'd up my expectation ; 
did mani thou lov'dft me not; 


dſt a thoufand daggers in thy thoughts, 


| Which thou haſt whetted on thy ſtony heart, 


ſtab at half an hour of my frail life. 
hat! canſt thou not forbear me half an hour? 
get thee gone, and dig my grave thyſclf, 


And bid the merry bells ring to thy ear, 


For now a time is come to mock at form; 
Heary the Fifth is crown'd : up, Vanity ! 
Down, Royal ſtate ! all you fage counſellc 
And to the Engliſh court aſſemble now, 
From ev'ry region, apes of idlenefs : 
«© Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your ſcum; 
Have you a rufhan that will ſwear? drink? dance? 
* Revel the night? rob? murder? and commit 
6 The oldeſt fins the neweſt kind of ways? 
“ Be happy, he will trouble you no more: 
[Englaad thail double gild his treble guilt ; “] 

* Evidently the nonſenſe of ſome fooliſh player. Bir 


s, hence! 
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„England ſhall give him office, honour, might: 


« For the Fifth Harry from curb'd licence 

« The muzzle of reftraint ; and the wild dog 

« Shall fleſh his tooth on every innocent. 

O my poor kingdom, fick. with civil blows ! 

When that my care could not with-hold thy riots, | 

What wilt thou do when riot is thy care? 

O, thou wilt be a wildernefs again 

Peopled with wolves, thy old — 

P. Henry. O pardon me, my Liege! but for my 
rears, [ Kneeling. 


moiſt impediments unto my ſpeech), 
| had foreſtall d this dear and fa rebuke, 


Ere you with grief had ſpoke, and I had heard 
The courſe of it ſo far. There is your crown; 
And he that wears the crown immortally, 

Long guard it your's! If I affect it more, 
Than as your honour, and as your renown, 


Let me no more from this obedience rife, 


Which my moſt true and inward-duteous ſpirit 
Teacheth this proſtrate and exterior bending, 

Heav'n witneſs with me, when I here came in, 

Aad found no courſe of breath within your Majeſty, 
How cold it truck my heart! If I do feign, 

O let me in my preſent wildneſs * 

And never live to ſhew th'ancredulous world 

The noble change that I have — 

Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 

(And dead almoſt, my Liege, to think you were), 
I ſpake unto the crown, as having ſenſe, 
And thus upbraided it. The care on thee depending 
Hath fed upon the body of my father, 

Therefore thou beſt of gold art worſt of gold; 
Ocker, lefs fine in carrat, is more precious, 
Preferving life in med' cine potable: 

But 2 moft fine, moſt honour' d, moſt renown'd, 
Halt eat thy bearer up. Thus, Royal Liege, 
Accuſing it, I put it on my head, 

To try with it (as with an enemy, 

That had before my face murder'd my father) 

The quarrel of a true inheritor. 


Lat it it did infet my blood with 
Vor. IV. 0 L *. 
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Or ſwell my thoughts to any ftrain of pride, 
If any rebel or vain ſpirit of mine 
Did with the leaſt affection of a welcome 
Give entertainment to the might of it; 
Let heav'n for ever kcep it from my head, 
And make me as the pooreſt vaſſal is, 
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it! 
R. Henry, O my fon ! 
Heav'n put it in thy mind to take it hence, 
That thou might'ſt win the more thy father's love, 
leading ſo wiſely in excuſe of it. 
Come hicker, Harry, fit thou by my bed; 
And hear, I think, the very lateſt counſel 
"bat ever I ſhall breathe. Hear 'n knows, my fon, 
By what by-puths and indirect crook'd ways 
I met this crown; and I mvſclf know well, 
Hew troubleſome it far upon my head, 
To thee it ſhall deſcend with > an quiet, 
Better opinion, better confirmation : 
For all the foil of the atchierement goes 
Wich me iato the earth. It ſeem'd in me 
But as an hunour fnatch'd with boiſtr'ous hand, 
And I had many living to upbraid 
My gin of it by their aſſiſtances; 
Which daily grew to quarrel and to bloodſhed, 
Wourding fuppoſed “ peace. All their bold feats, 
Thou #-elt, with peril I have anſwered. 
For all my reign hath been but as a ſcene 
Acting that argument: and now my death 
Cbenges the mode +; for what in me was purchas'd, 
Falls upon thce in a much fairer fort ; 
For thou the garland wear'ft ſucceſſively. 
Jet though thou ſtand'ſt more ſure than I could do, 


Thou art nor ſim enough, fince griefs are green 


Aad el! ty friends, which thou muſt make thy friends, 


Have by 2 their ings and teeth newly tab en out; 
By whoſe fell w. bing [ was rt advanc'd, 

An «| wa Wi: 90 Dow”! 1 well ruight lodge 4 tear, 
To be again dilplac'd: which to avoid 


* bee for an zeil. 
q e. Ades nag figniſy fafſsion but time and meaſure 
is Un, n, er wc ic in ipraking. r . 
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I cut them off, and had a purpoſe now 

To lead out many to the holy had; 

Leſt reſt and lying ftill might 8 them look 

Too neat into my ſtate. Therefore, my Harry, 

Be it thy courſe to buſy giddy minds 


With foreign quarrels; that action, hence, borne uns 
May waſte the memory of former days. 


More would I, but my lungs are watted ſo, 


That ftrength of ſpeech is utterly deny'd me. 
How I came by the crown, O Gcd, forgive! 
And grant it may with thee in true peace live ! 
P. Henry. My gracious Liege, . 

You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 
Then plain and right mult my poſſeſſion be; | 
Which I with more than with a common pain, 
Gainſt all the world, will rightfully maintain. 


Enter Lord John of Lancaſter, and Warwick. 


K. Henry. - Lands beat hve xmas wy Jeb of Lan 


Lan. Wann EIGEN 

X. Henry. Thou bring'tt me happineſs and peace, ſon 
But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown [John; 
From this bare, wither'd trunk. Upon thy fight 


My worldly buſineſs makes a 


Where is my Lord of Warwick ? 
X. Henry. Doth name 


Vato the lodging wier 3 ft ed fone ? 


War. "Tis all Feruſalem, my Noble Lord. 
X. Henry. Laud be to God! 2 


I hath been prphſy'd to me many ears, end. 
I ſhould not die but in Jerufalem : F . 


Which vainly I ſuppos d the holy land. 
But bear me to that chamber, there I II lie: 
In that Jeruſalem ſhall Harry die. [Exeunt. 


U 2 


Pp 
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| ſhe; yea, marry, William Cook, bid him come hither. 
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SS TWT.H TH MS 4 
Shattow"s feat in GClifterſhire. 
Later Shallow, Silence, Falſtaff, Bardolph, and Page. 


Sal. D cock and pye, Sir, you ſhall not away to- 
| night. What! Davy, I fay 
Fal. You muſt excuſe me, Mafter Robert Shallow. 


Sal. J will not excuſe you; you ſhall not be excu- 


fed. Excuſes ſhall not be admitted: there is no ex- 


V7 
Enter Davy. 


Davy. Here, Sir. 
Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy, let me ſee; Davy, let me 


Sir John, you ſhall not be excus d. 


3 Marry, Sir, thus: thoſe precepts cannot be 


ſerv'd; 14K ſhall we ſow the head-land with 


| wheax ? 


Shal. With red wheat, Davy. But, for Wilkam 
Cook, ——are there no young pidgeons ? 
e Here is now the ſmith's note 


. ea, Sir 


Shal. Arq paid ir John, you 
ſhall not be excus'd. 

Day. Now, Sir, a new link to the bucket muſt 
needs be had. And, Sir, do you mean to ſtop any of 
William's wages about the fack he loſt the other day 
at Hinckly fair? 

SLal. He ſhall anſwer it. Some pidgeons, Davy, 2 
eouple of ſliort-legg'd hens, a joint of mutton, and 
any pretty little — kickſhaws : tell William Cook. 

Davy. Doth the man of war ftay all night, Sir? 

Shal. Yes, Davy. I will ufe him well. A friend 
i th” court is better than a penny in purſe. Uſe his 
men well, Davy ; for they are arrant knaves, and will 
backbite. 

Davy. No worſe than they are dackbirten, Sir; for 
they have mar rellous foul linen. 


cuſe ſhall ſerve: you ſhall not be excus'd. — 


= 


— 
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Davy. 
| I beſeech you, Sir, to countenance William 
Viſor of Woncot againit Clement Perkes of the hill. 

| Shal. There are many complaints, Davy, againſt 
that Viſor ; that Viſor is an arrant knave, on my know- 
w ® I om yr Wenddip, that he is a knave, 
% Sir; but yet God forbid, Sir, but a knave ſhould 
« have ſome countenance at his friend's requeſt, An 
** honeſt man, Sir, is able to ſpeak for himſelf, when 
* a knave is not. I have ferv'd your Worthip truly, 
Sir, theſe eight years; and if I cannot once or twice 
„ia a quarter bear out a knave againit an honeſt man, 
{© I have but very little credit with your Worthip. The 
© knave is mine honeſt friend, Sir; therefore, I be- 
„ ſeech your Worſhip, let him be countenanc d. 

Shal. Go to, I ſay, he ſhall have no * Look 
about, Davy. Where are you, Sir John? come, off 
with your boots. Give me your hand, Mafter * 

Bard. I am glad to fee your Worſhip. 

Shal. I thank thee with all my heart, kind Maſter 


Bardolph; and welcome, my tall fellow. [Ta the 


Page.] Come, Sir John. 

Fal. I'll follow you, good Maſter Robert Shaflow. 
[Exeunt Shallow. Silence, Cc. J Bardolph, Iook to our 
horſes. If I were ſaw'd into quantitics, I on d 
make four dozen of fuck bearded kermits-ſtrves as Na- 
mer Shallow. © It is a wonderful thing to ſer the 0 m- 
„ blable coherence of his mens ſpirits and his: the Ys 
* by obſerving of him, do bear themſelves EK. fuciitl 
juſtices; he, by converſing with them, is tuca'd into 
* a juſtice-like fervingman, Their ſpirits avs ſo mare 

ried in conjunction, with the participation of foci: ty 
that they flock together in confent, Ike ſo many wide 

„ gerſe. If 1 had a ſuit to Matter Shall: au, 1 would 
humour his men with the imputation of bel gg ar 
their maſter: if to his men, I would curry wich Wa- 
* ſter Shallow, that no man could better COMMand his 
& ſervants. 1 is is certain, that either wife benriug or 
* ignorant Carriage is cau aht, as men take dif-at:s 5 one 
ons of another: therefore jet men take heed of ta 

9 3 
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„ company.” I will deviſe matter enough out of this 
Shallow to keep Prince Henry in continual laughter the 
wearing out of ſix faſhions, which is four terms or two 
actions, and he ſhall laugh without intervallums. O, 
« it is much, that a lye with a flight oath, and a jeſt 
„ with a fad brow, will do with a fellow that never 
4 had the ache in his ſhoulders.” O, you ſhall fee him 
laugh till his face be like a wet cloak ill lad up. 
Shal. [ Mithin. ] Sw John 
Fal. I come, Maſter Shallow; I come, Maſter Shal- 
Jow. [Exit Falftaff, 


SCENE II. Changes ts the court in London. 
Enter the Earl of Warwick, and the Lord Chief Fufftice. 


Mar. How now, my Lord Chief Juſtice, whither 
C/. Jaſt. Now doth the King? [away ? 
War. Exceeding well: his cares are now all ended. 
Ch. Ju. I hope, not dead? 
Mar. He's walk'd the way of Nature ; 
And to our purpoſes he lives no more. 
Ch. Fuft, | would his Majeſty had call'd me with him. 
The fervice that I truly did his life, 
Hata left me open to all mjurics. 


if ar. Indeed L think the young King loves you not. 
Ch. Fut. I know he doth not; and do arm myſelf, 


To welcome the condition of the time: 
Which cannot look more hideoufly on me, 
Than I have drawn it in my fantaſy. 


Enter Lird John «sf Lancaſter, Glouceſter, and Clarence. 


Far. Here come the heavy iſſue of dead Harry. 
O that the living Harry had the temper 
Or him, we worſt of theſe three gentlemen : 
How many Nobles then ſhould hold their places, 
That mult ſtrike fail to ſpirits of vile fort ! 

Ch. Ju. Alas, I fear all will be overturn'd. 

Loan. Good morrow, couſin Warwick. 

Clou. Clr, Good morrow, coutin. 

Jan. We meet, like men that kad forgot to ſpeak. 

Mar. We do remember; but our argument 
* all too heavy to admit much talk. 
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. 3. King Henry IV. 23s 
Lan. Well, peace be with him that hath made us 
heavy! 

Ch. Juſt. . leſt we be heavier ! 
Glen. O, good my Lord, you've loſt a friend indeed; 
And I dare fwear, you borrow not that face 
ſeeming ſorrow; it is, ſure, your own. 
Lan, Though no man be affur'd what grace to find, 
You ſtand in coldeft expectation. 
I am the ſorrier; would twere otherwiſe. 

Cla. Well, you muſt now ſpeak Sir John Falſtaff fair, 
Which ſwims againft your ftream of quality. 

Ch. Juſt. Sweet Princes, what I did, I did in honour, 
Led by th' impartial conduct of my foul; 


S 


SCENE III. Eiter Prince Henry. 
Ch. Jus. Heav'n fave your Majeſty! | 
P. Henry. This new and gorgeous garment, Majcfty, 
Sits not ſo eaſy on me as you think. T 
Brothers, you mix your ſadneſs with ſome fear: 
This is the Engliſh, not the Turkiſh court; 
Not Amurath an Amurath ſucceeds, | 
But Harry, Harry. Yet be fad, good brothers, 
For, to ſpeak truth, it very well becomes you : 
Sorrow fo royally in you appears, 
That I will deeply put the faſhion on, 
And wear it in my heart. Why then be fad; 
But entertain no more of it, good brothers, 
Than a joint burthen laid upon us a!l. 
For me, by Heav'n, I bid you be aſſur'd, 
I'll be your father and your brother too: 
Let me but bear your love, I Il bear your cares > 
Yet weep that Harry's dead; and fo will I. 
But Harry lives, that ſhall convert thoſe tears 
By number into hours of happireſs, 

Lan. Gc. We hope no other from your Majeſty. 
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P. Henry. You all look ſtrangely on me; and you 
You are, I think, aſſur d, I love you not. Cmoſt. 
[Ta the Ch. Fuſt. 

Ch. Juſt. I am aſſur' d, if I be meaſur d rightly, 
Your Majeſty hath no juſt cauſe to hate me. 

P. Henry. No! might a Prince of my great hopes 
So great indignities you laid upon me ? [forget 
What ! rate, rebuke, and roughly ſend to priſon 
Th' immediate heir of England! was this eaſy ? 

May this be waſh'd in Lethe, and forgotten? 

Ch. Fuft. I then did uſe the perſon of your father; 
The image of his power lay then in me : 
And in th” adminiftration of his law, 

While I was buſy for the commonwealth, 


Jour Highneſs pleaſed to forget my place, 


The majeſty and pow'r of law and juſtice, 

The image of the King whom [I preſented ; 

And ſtruck me in my very feat of judgment: 
Whereon, as an offender to your — 

I gave bold way to my authority, 

And did commit you. If the deed were ill, 

Be you contented, wearing now the garland, 

To have a fon ſet your decrees at naught : 

To pluck down juſtice from your awful bench; 
To trip the courſe of law, and blunt the ſword 
That guards the peace and ſafety of your perſon : 
Nay more, to ſpurn at your moſt Royal image, 
And mock your working in a fecond body. 
Queſtion your Royal thoughts, make the caſe your's ; 
Be now the father, and propule a fon; 


Hear your own dignity ſo much profan'd; 


See your moſt dreadful laws fo loofely ilighted ; 
Behold yourſclf ſo by a fon diſdain d: 
And then imagine me taking your part, 
And in your pow'r fo ſilencing yeur ſen. 
After this cold conſid rance, ſentence me; 
And, as you are a King, ſpeak in your ſtate, 
What I have done that miſbe came my place, 
My perſon, or my Liege's forercignr;. 
P. Henry. You are right, Juſtice, and you weigh this 
Therefore ſtill bear the balance and the fword :; LWell; 
And I do wiſh your honours may increaſe, 


ys hat by — Ge ae A - 
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Till you do live to fee a fon of mine 

Offend you, and obey you, as I did: 

So ſhall I live to ſpeak my father's words; 

Happy am I, that have a man fo bold 

That 4ares do juſtice on my proper ſon ; ; 

And no lefs happy, having fuch a fon, 

That would deliver up his greatneſs ſo 

Into the hand of juſtice. Lou committed me; 

For which I do commit into your hand 

Th' unſtained fword that you have us d to bear; 

With this remembrance, that you uſe the ſame 

With a kke bold, juſt, and impartial ſpirit, 

As you have done gainſt me. Thuce is mp heads 

n 

My voice Mall found as you do prompe mine ear 3 

And I will ftoop and humble my intents, 

To your well-practis d wife directions. | 

And, Princes all, believe me, I deſeech you; 

My father is gone wild into his grave; 

For in his tomb lie my affections; 

And with his ſpirit ſadly I ſurvive, 

To mock the expectations of the world ; 

To fruſtrate prophecies, and to raze out 

Rotten opinion, which hath writ me down 

After my ſeeming. Though my tide of blood 

Hath proudly flow'd in vanity till now; | 

Now doth it turn and ebb back to the ſea, 

Where it ſhall mingle with the ſtare of floods, 

And flow henceforth in formal majefty. 

Now call we our high court of parliament ; * 

And let us chuſe ſuch limbs of noble counſel, 

That the great body of our ſtate may go 

In equal rank with the beſt govern'd nation; 

That war or peace, or both at once, may be 

As things acquainted and familiar to us, 

In which you, father, a 
Teide Lord Chief Juſtice. 

Our coronation done, we will accite 

(As I before remember'd) all our ſtate, 

| And (Heav'n conſigning to my good intents) 

No prince, nor peer, ſhall have juſt cauſe to ſay, 

Heas's ſhorten Harry's happy life one day. [Exeunt. 
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= © XX 3 _*£ 
Changes to Shallow's feat in Gicuceſterſhire. 


Euter Falſtaff, Shallow, Silence, Bardolph, the Page 
and Davy. 


Shal. Nay, you ſhall fee mine orchard, where in an 
we will eat a laſt year's pippin ot my own graff- 
ing, with a diſh of carraways, and fo forth. Come, 
couſin Silence; and then to bed. 
Fal. You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich. 


* 


Shal. Barren, barren, barren: beg;ars all, beggars 


all, Sir John; marry, good air. Spread, Davy, fpread, 
Davy ; well faid, Davy. | 

Fal. This Davy ferves vou for good uſes ; he is your 
ſervingman, and your huſpand man. 
Sal. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very good var- 
Jet, Sir John. By the maſs, I have drank too much 


fit down : come, couſin. 

Sil. Ah, firrah, quoch-a. 
Ne ſhall do nith ing but eat, and make good chear, [Sing- 
Aud praiſe lead n for the merry vear ; [ing. 
When fleſh is cheap and females dear, 
And lufty lads roam here and there ; 

Sa merrily, and ever among, ſo merrily, &c. 
Fal. There's a merry heart, good Maſter Silence. 
PE give you a health for that anon. 

Shal, Give Mr Bardolph ſome wine, Davy. 

Davy. Sweet Sir, fit; Fil be with you anon; moſt 
fweer Sir, fit. Maſter Page, fit : good Maſter Page, 
fr. Proface! What you want in meat, we'll have in 
drink; but you mult bear; the heart's all. [Extt. 


al. Be merry, Maſter Bardolph, and, my little 


foldicr there, be merry. 
Sil. Singing. ] Be merry, be merry, my aui ſe has all, 
or women are ſhrews, beth ſhart and tall; 
Tit merry in kall, when beards wag all, 
And welcome merry Shrovetide, 


Be merry, be merry. | 
FTFral. I did not think Maſter Silence had been a man 


of this mettle, 


fack at ſupper.—A good varlet. Now fit down, now 
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Sil. Who I ? I have been merry twice and once ere 
now. 


Re-enter Davy. 


Davy. There is a diſh of leather- coats for you. 
Shat. Davy, 
Daty. Your Worſhip——P'll be with you Traight, 
A cup of wine, Sir ? 

Sil. [ Singing. ] A cup of wine, 
That's briſk aud fine, 
ind drink unte the leman mine ; 
Aud a merry heart lives long-a. 

Fal. Well faid, Maſter Silence. 

Sil. If we ſhall be merry, now comes in the ſweet of 
the night. 

Fl. Health and long life to you, Maſter Silence. 


Sil. Fill the cup, and let it come. I'll pledge you, 
were't a mile to the bottom. 


Shal. Honeſt Bardoiph, welcome; if thou want'ſt 
any thing and wilt act El. bethrew thy heart. Wel- 


come, my little tiny thief, and welcome, indeed, two: 
I'll drink to Maſter Bardolph, and to all the cavileroes 
about London. | 

Davy. I hope to fee London ere I die. 

Bard. If I might fee you there, Davy,— 

Shal. You'll crack a quart together ? ha, will you 
not, Maſter Bardolph ? 

Bard. Yes, Sir, in a 

Shal. es Tee: + he wl 
ſtick by thee, I can aſſure thee that. He will not out, 
he is true bred. 

Bard. And I 'll ſtick by him, Sir. 


[One knacks at the dear, 


Stef. Why, there froke a king: hk necking, be 


merry. Look, who's at door there, ho : who knocks ? 
Fal. Why, now you have done me right. 


Sil. [Singing ] De me right, and dub me Inigl t, 
Samingo . Is t not fo ? 
Ful. "Tis fo. 


Sil. Is 't fo? why, then fay, an old man can o o he- 
What. 


* He means to ſay, San Domingo, Cxford cditar. 
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Davy. If it pleaſe your Worſhip, there's one Piſtol 
come from the court with news. 


Fal. From the court ? let him come in. 


SCENE v. Enter Piltol. 


How now, Piſtol? 

Piſt. Sir John, ſave you, Sir. 

Fal. What wind blew you hither, Piſtol ? 

Piſt. Not the ill wind which blows no man good, 
ſweet Knight: thou art now one of the greateſt men in 


the realm. 
Sil. Indeed I think he be, but goodman Puff of Bar- 
Pift. Puff? Lon. 


Puff in thy teeth, moſt recreant coward baſe ? 
Sir John, I am thy Piſtol and thy friend; 
And helter ſkelter have I rode to thee ; 
And tidings do I bring, and lucky joys, 
And golden times, and happy news of price. 
Fal. I pr'ythee now, deliver them like a man of this 
wor 


Pig. A tourra for the world and worldlings baſe ! 


1 ſpeak of Africa and goiden joys. 


Fal. O baſe Aſſyrian Knight, what is thy news ? 
Let King Cophetua know the truth thereof *. 

Sil. And Robin-hood, Scarlet, and John. 

P:/t. Shall dunghill-curs confront the Helicons ? 
And ſhall good news be baillzd ? 
Then, Piſtol, lay thy head in fury's lap. 

$4al. Honeſt gentleman, I know not your breeding, 

Pit. Why then, lament therefore, 

Shal. Give me pardon, Sir. If, Sir, you come 
* with news from the ce. 3 whe is. ace bs but 
< two ways, either to utter them, or to conceal them.” 
I am, Sir, under the King, in ſome authority. 

Pift. Under which King? Bezonian, ſpeak or die. 

Shal. Under King Harry. 

Pif. Harry the Fourth? or Fifth? 
_ Shal. Harry the Fourth. 

Pift. A foutra for thine office! 


Lines taken from an old bombaſt play of King Cophetua an! 
the beggar-maid : of whem, as we learn from Shakeſpear, there 
were batleds 100. Mr url urtau. 


eee 


Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is King. 
Harry the Fifth's the man. I ſpeak the truth. 
When Filtol lyes, do this, and fig me like 
The bragging Spamard. 
Fal. What, is the old King dead? 
Pin. As nail in door : the things I ſpeak are Juſt. 
Fal. Away, Bardolph, faddle my horſe. after 
Robert Shallow, chuſe what office thou wilt in the land, 
'tis thine. Piſtol, I will double charge thee with dig- 


nities. 
Bud. O joyful day ! I would not take a knighthood 
— for my fortune. 
Pit. What? I do bring good news 


Fal. Carry Maſter Silence to bed: Maſter Shallow, 

mv Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Forture's 

ſteward. Get on thy boots, we'll ride all night. Oh, 

ſweet Piſtol ! away, Bardolph : come, Piſtol, utter mort: 

to me; and withal deviſe fomething to do thyſelf good. 

is Boot, boot, Mafter Shallow. I know the yours King 

ie fick for me. Let us take any man's horſes : the laws 

of England are at my commandment. Happy are they 

a hich have been my friends; and wo to my Lord Chief 

uſtice ? | 
Pi. Let vultures vile ſeize on his lungs alſo ! 
Mere is the life that late I led“? ſay they. 
Why, here it is, welcome this pleaſant day. {Exeunt., 


| SCENE VI. Changes to ftirect in Lagden. 
Enter Hoſteſs Quickly, Dol Tear-ſheet, and Beadler. 
Hoft. No, thou arrant knave, I would I might die, 
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— mat 1 might have thee hang d; thou hait drawn my 
* thoulder out of joint. 


Bead. The conſtables have deliver'd her over to me; 
and the ſhall have whipping cheer enough, I warrant 
der. There hath been a man or two kill'd about her. 

Ded. Nut-hook, nut-hock, you lye; come on, I I „ 
tell thee what, thou damn'd tripe-viſag'd rafeal, if the 1 
could F go with, do miſcarry, thou hadſt better thay . 
1 1.48 ſtruck thy mother, thou paper - fac d villain, 
her. Words ef an old ballad. 
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from the coronation : diſpatch, diſpatch. 


Hoſt. o biocmans ted 
make this a bloody day to ſomebody. But I pray God 
the fruit of her womb miſcarry. 

Bead. If it do, you ſhall have a dozen of cuſhions a- 

you have but eleven now. Come, I charge you 
8 for the man is dead that you and 
Piſtol beat among you. 

Del. Til tell thee what, thou thin man in a cenſer ! 
I will have you as foundly ſwing'd for this, you blue- 
bottle rogue! you filthy famulſh'd correctioner ! if you 


be net twing'd, I'll forfwear half-kirtles.” 


Beod. Come, come, yeu ſhe-knight-arrant, come. 
Heft. O, that right ſhould thus o ercome might! 
Well, of fufferance comes eaſe. 
Del. Come, you rogue, come; bring me to a juſtice, 
Het. Yes, come, you ſtarr'd blood-hound. 
Dal. Goodman death, goodman bones 
Hat. Thou atomy, thou! 
Dl. Come, you thin thing: — you raſcal ! 
Bead. Very well. | [Exeunt, 


SER K> i 
A public place near Weſtininſter abbey, 
Enter two grooms flrewing ruſhes. 
1 Croem. More ruſhes, more ruſhes. 


4 The trumpets have ſounded twice. 
1 Cn. It will be two of the clock ere they come 


[Exennt grooms. 
Enter Falkaff, Shallow, Piſtol, Bardolph, and the Boy. 

Fal. Stand here by me, Maſter Robert Shallow, I 
will make the King do you grace: I will leer upon him 
as he comes by, and do but mark the countenance that 
he will give me, 

Piſt. les thy lungs, good Knight. : S 

Ful. Come here, Piſtol, ſtand behind me. O, if I 
bad had time to have made new liveries, [ would have 
beitow'd the thouſand pound I borrow'd of you. But 


it is no matter, this poor ſhow Coth better; this doth in- 
Aer the zeal I had to ſee him. | | 


warm, 


Sc. 8. 


| For Dol is in. Piſtol ſpeaks nought but truth. 
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Shal. It doth fo. 
Ful It ſhews my earneftneſs of affection, 

Pift. It doth fo. 

Fal. My devotion. 

Pit. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night, a 
deliberate, not to remember, not to have patience to 
ſhift me. 

$hal. It is moſt certain. 

Fal. But to ſtand tained with travel, and ſweating 
wich defire to ſee him, thinking of nothing elſe, p*:mg 
all affairs elſe in oblivion, as if there were nothing elfe 
X 

Pift. Tis ſemper idem: for alſgue hoc nibil eſt. "Fs 
all in all, all in every part, 

Shal. Tis fo, indeed. 

Pi. My Knight, I will inflame thy noble liver, and 

thee ra 


rage. 
Thy Dol and Helen of thy noble thonghts 
Is in baſe durance and contagious priſon; 5 
Hal'd thither by mechanic dirty hands. [ ſnake, 
Rouſe up revenge from Eben den, with fell Alecto's 


Fal. I will deliver her. 
Pift. There roar'd the fea; and trumpet - clangor 


S CEN KK VAL 
The trumpets ſound. Enter the King and his train. 
Fal. God ſave thy Grace, King Hal, my Royal Hal! 
Pig. The heav'ns thee guard and kecp, molt royal 

imp of fame! 
Fal. God fave thee, my ſweet boy! 

King. My Lord Chief Juſtice, peak to that vain man. 

Ch. Fuſs. _ y your wits: know you what 'tis 
you 

Fal. My King, my Jove, I ſpeak to thee, my heart. 

King. I know thee not, old man: UD 

How ill white bairs become a fool and j jeſter ! 

I ewe thus dens of feid © dad of n 

So ſurfeit - well'd, fo old, and fo profane; 

But, being awake, 14% ge my dream. 
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Make leſs thy body, (hence 1), and more thy grace; 
Leave gormandizing. Know, the grave doth gafe 
For thee, thrice wider than for other men. 

Reply not to me with a fool-born jeſt. 

Preſume not that I am the thing I was: 

For Fleav'n doth Know, fo ſhall the world perceive, 
That I have turn'd away my former ſelf, 
So will I thoſe that kept me company. 

When thou doit hear I am as I have been, 

Approachi me, and thou ſhalt be as thou waſt, 

The tutor and the feeder of my riots : 

Till then I baniih thee, on pain of death, 

As I have done the reſt of my wmiſſeaders, 

Not to come near our perſon by ten miles. 

For competence of life, I will allow you, 

That lack of means inforce you not to evil: 

And as we hear you do reform yourſelves, 

We will, according to your ſtrengths and qualities, 
Give you a:lvancement, Be't your charge, my Lord, 
To fee perform'd the tenor of our word. 5 


Set on. [Ex. King, &. 


CTCHEN EE MM 
Fal. Maſter Shallow, I owe you a thoufand pound. 
Sbal. Ay, marry, Sir John, which I beſeech you to 
fet me have home with me. 

Fal. That can hardly be, Mr Shallow. Do not you 
grieve at this; I vill be ſent for in private to him: look 
you, he muſt ſeem thus to the world. Fear not your 
advancement, I will be the man yet that ſhall make 

ou great. ; 

S+al. I cannot perceive how, ualeſs you give me your 
doublet, and ſto me out with ſtraw. I beſeech you, 
good Sir John, let me have five hundred of my thou- 

land 


Fal. Sir, Iwill be as goo as my word. This that 
you heard, was but a colour — 
Sbal. A colour, | fear, that you will die in, Sir John. 
Fal. Fear do colours: go with me to dinner, Come, 
Lieutenant Fiitol ; come, Bardolph. I thail be ſent for 
foon at right, ; | | | 
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Sc. 9. 


King Henry IV. 23s 


Enter Chief Juſtice and Prince John. 
Ch. Juſt. Go, carry Sir John Falſtaff to the Fleet, 
Take all his company along with him. | 
Fal. My Lord, my Lord | 
Ch. Fuft. I cannot now ſpeak, I will hear you ſoon. 
Take them away. p | 1 
i „ Is a Nee a bk 
Pift. Si fortuna me tobmenta, il ſperare pn 
Manuent Lancaſter and Chief Ju ſtice. 
Lan. I like this fair proceeding of the King's. 
He hath intent his wonted followers 


Shall all be very well provided for; 


But they are baniſh'd, till their converſations 
Appear more wife and modeſt to the world. 
Ch. Fuft. And fo they are. 
Lan. The King hath call'd his parliament, my Lord. 
Ch. Faft. He bath. | 

Lan. I will lay odds, that ere this year expire, 
We bear our civil fwords and native fire 
As far as France. I heard a bud fo ſing, 
Whoſe muſic, to my thinking, pleas'd the King, 
Come, will you hence ? Exeunt. 


D 
Spoken by a DAN ER. 


LI, my fear ; then, my couri'fy ; laſt, my ſpeech. 

My fear is your diſpleaſure ; my court , my duty s 
and my ſpeech, ta beg voaur pardons. If you lork for a 
gd ſpeech nw, you undo me; for what I hav- ts jay 
tr of mine own making, and what, indeed, I ſhould jay, 
will, I doubt, prove mine own marring. Bat to tho pur- 


Piaſe, and ſ ts the venture. Be it kniwn to you, ( as 


it is very well ), I was lately here in the end of a dif 
pleaſing play, to pray your paticnce for it, and ts Fra- 
miſe you a bitter. I did mean, indeed, ia pay you with 
this ; which if, like an ill venture, it come aunluckily 
heme, I break; and you, my gentle creditors, «fe. 
Here [ promiſed you I vw be, and here I commit wy 

* 


246 The Second Part of, &c. 
body to your mercies : bate me fime, and I will pay yore 
ſome, and, as m2 debtors do, promiſe you infinitely. 
u tongue cannat intreat you to acquit me, will 
Fon command me to uſe my legs and yet that were but 
light payment, to dance out of your debt > but @& good 
eonjcience will make any paſible ſutisfattion, and ſa 
avi IJ. All the gentlewomen here have forgiven me ; 
if the gentlemen will not, then the gentlemen do nat 
with the gentlewomen, which was never ſeen be- 
fore in ſuch an ajembly. | 
One wword more, I beſeech you. If you be net toe 
much cloy'd with fat meat, oxr humble author will 
continue the flory with Sir Joba in it, and make you 


merry with fair Catharine of France; where, for 


any thing I know, Falf*aff ſhall die of a fweat, unleſs 
already he be tilPd with your hard opinions : for Old- 
caſtle died a martyr, and this is nat the man, My 
fangue is weary : when my legs are too, I will bid you 
gond ißt, and ſ nee down before you; but, in- 
deed, to pray for the Queen. 


* This allodes to the firſt play, in which Sir John Oldcaftic 
has put for Falitaf, Mr Pope. 
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The Life of HenzxyYy V. 


DRAMATIS PERSON KA. 


King Hewnar V. [ Court, J biber 
Dude of Glouceſter, | | Williams, 

— \ 22 pom - 14 of France. 

Dre of York, 8 uncles to the Dude of Burgundy. 

Duke of Excter, \ King | —— 

Earl af Saliſ bury | ans, 

Earl of Weitmorland. | Rambures, & French Lorgs. 

Ef Warwick, | Bourbon, 


Sn of Canterbury. _ _ of Harfleur, 
uo a contvir: [\,0uUntjoy, herald. 
127% Ces yon Antler the King of E 


Sir Tho. Erpingham, 1 | Iſabel, Puren of France. 

Gower, 5 officers in | Catharine, daughter to the Kings 
Flucllen, SK. He- of France. | 
Mackmorris, Nr. Alice 4 lady attenduig on the 
]Jamy, [ - Princeſs Catharine 


| w_ ickls. Fig "I "> 'M 
Dae Follef, wow fb || CHORUS, . e 


Fiitol diers in the King's || Lords, Meſſergers, French and 
=_ army. * | Engliſh Soldiers. with ciner 


Bates, a ſoldier. b Attendents. 


The SCEN E. at the beginning of the play, lies in England ; but 
aſter wards, wholly in Frauce. 


PR O L O G U E. 


ay For a muſe of fire, that would aſcend 
hag The brighteſt heaven of invention! 


* i kingdom for a ftage, princes to act, 


This play was writ (as appears from a paſſage in the chorus aw- 
the fifth 4 the time of the Earl of Efſex's commanding the 
forces in Ireland in the reign of Q Elifabeth, and not till after 
Henry VI. had been played; as may be ſeen by the concluſion of 
Eus play. Mr Pope. 
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243 King Henry 1 AA. x; 
« And monarchs to behold the fel, 
* Then ſhauld the warlike — 7 
„% Aſſume the of Mars ; and, at his 

* 2 rr 

* Crouch for emplo ardon, gentles all, 
The flat unraiſed ſpirit, — hath dar d. 

On this unworthy ſcaffold, to bring forth 

$2 an objett, Can this cock-pit hald 

The vaſty field of France? or may we cram, 

Within this wooden 9, ws, caſkes 

& That did affright the air, at Agincrurt ? 

O, pardon; 2 a crooked figure may 

Atteſt in little place a million ; 

And let us, cyphers to this great accompt, 

Gn your imaginary forces work. 

Suppoſe within the girdle of theſe walls 

Are now confin'd two mighty monarchies ; 

& Whoſe high up-reared, and abutting fronts 

& Perilous, the narrow ocean parts aſunder. 
Piece out our imperfedtions with your thoughts : - 
Into a thouſand parts divide one man, 

And make imaginary puiſſance : 

Think, when we talk of horſes, that you fee them 

P rinting their proud hoofs i th* receiving earth. 
Far tis your thoughts that now muſt deck our Kings, 
Carry them here, and there ; jumping oer times ; 
Turning th accompliſhment of many years 

Into an hour-glaſs : for the — h ſupply, 

Admit me Chorus to this hiſtory 


Who, prologueslike, your hu ow patience pray 
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play. a 


ö ST EMS 
Ar antechamber in the Engliſh court, at Kenilworth. 
Cant. Lord, I'S 2 you; Pape urg'd, 
Eh | Which, in th" dea year e dr laſt 
King's reign, 

Was like, and had indeed againſt us paſs'd, 
But that the ſcamhling and unquict ume 


wy 7A 
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Did puſh it out of further queſtion. 
Ely. Bur how, my Lord, ſhall we refift it now ? 
Cant. It muſt be thought on. If it paſs againit us, 
We lofe the better half of our poſſethon : 
For all the temporal lands, which men devout 
By teſtament have given to the church, 
Would they ftrip from us; being valu'd thus: 
As much as would maintain, to the King's honor, 
Full fifteen earls, and fifteen hundred knights, 
dic thouſand and two hundred good eſquires; 
And to relief of lazars, and weak age | 
Of indigent faint ſouls, paſt corporal toil, 
A hundred alms-houſes, right well ſupply'd ; 


And to the coffers of the King, beſide, 


A thouſand pounds by th* year. Thus runs the bill. 
EHhH. This would drink deep. 
Cant. Twould drink the cup and all. 
Ely. But what prevention? 
Cant, The King is full of grace and fair regard; 
Ely. And a true lover of the holy church. 
Cant. The courſes of his youth promis d it not; 
The breath no ſooner left his father's body, 
But that his wildaeſs, mortify d in him, 
Seem d to die too; yea, at that very moment, 
„ Conſideration, like an angel, came, 
* Ard whipp'd th” offending A. iam out of him; 
Leaving his body as a paradiſe, 
T' invelope and contain celeſtial ſpirits, 
Never was fuch a fudden ſcholar made: 
Never came reformation in a flood | 
With ſuch a heady current, ſcow ring faults : 
Nor ever Hydra-headed wilfulneſs | 
So ſoon did loſe his teat, and all at once, 
As in this E ing. 
Ehy. We're bleſſed in the change. 
Cant. Hear him but reaſon in divinity, 
And, all- admiring, with an inward w:th 


You would deſire, the King were made a Prelate. 
Hear him debate of commonwealth- affairs, 
You'd fay, it hath been all in all his ſtudy. 

Liſt his difegurſe of war, and you ſhall heat 

A feartul battle render d you in muſic. 
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259 King Henry V. Act 1. 
Turn him to any cauſe of policy, 
The Gordian knot of it he will unlooſe, 
Familiar as his garter. When he ſpeaks, 
The air, a charter'd libertine, is till ; 
And the mute wonder lurketh in mens cars, 
To ſteal his fweet and honeyed ſentences : 
So that the act, and prattic part of life, 
Muſt be the miſtreſs to this theorique. 
Which is a wonder how his Grace ſhould glean it, 
Since his addiction was to courſes vain ; 
His companies unletter'd, rude, and ſhallow ; 
His hours ſill'd up with riots, banquets, ſyorts ; 
And never noted in him any ſtudy, 

Any retirement, any ſequeſtration, 

From open haunts and popularity. 

Ely. The ſtrawberry grows underneath the nettle, 
And wholfome berries thrive, and ripen beſt, 
Neighbour'd by fruit of bafer quality : 
And fo the Prince obſcur'd his contemplation 
Under the veil of wildnefs; which, no doubt, 
Grew like the fammer-graſs, faſteſt by night, 
Unf-en, yet creſcive in his faculty. 

Cant. It muft be fo; for miracles are ceas d: 
And therefore we muſt needs admit the means, 
How things are perfected, 
How now for mitigation of this bill, 

Urg'dby the Commons? doth his Majeſty 
Incline to it, or no ? 

Cant, He ſeems indifferent; 

Or rather ſwaying more upon our part, 
Than cheriſhing th' exhibiters againſt us. 

For I have made an offer to his Majefty, 
Upon our ſpiritual convocation ; 

And in regard of cauſes now in hand, 
Which I have open'd to bis Grace at large, 
As touching France, to give a greater ſum, 

ever at one time the clergy vet 
Did to his predeceſſors part withal. 
Fh. How did this offer ſeem receiv'd, my Lord? 
Cant. With good acceptance of his Majeſty : 


86. 2. King Henry V. 254 
(As I perceiv'd his Grace would fain have done) 
The feverals, and unhidden paſſages 
Of bis true titles to ſome certain dukedoms, 
And, generally, to-the crown of France, 
Deriv'd from Edward his great- grandfather. 
Ely, What was th' impediment that broke this off ? 
Cant. The French Ambaſſador upon that inſtant 
Crav'd audience; and the hour, I think, is come 
To give him hearing. Is it four o clock ? 
Eh. ts. 
Cant. Then go we in to know his embaſly : 
Which I could with a ready gueſs declare, 
Before the Frenchman ſpeaks a word of it. 
Eh. — and I long to hear it. 
[Exennt, 
SCENE IT. Opens to the preſence. 


Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, Bedford, Clarence, 
Warwick, Weſtmorland, and Exeter. 


K. Henry. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury? 


Exe. Not here in preſence. 


K. Henry. Send for him, good uncle. 
Weſt. Shall we call in th' ambaſſadar, my Liege? 


K. Henry. Not yet, my couſin ; we would be reſoly'd, 


Before we hear him, of ſome things of weight, | 
That taſk * our thoughts, concerning us and France. 
Enter the ArFÞBbiſhop of Canterbury, and Biſhop of Ely. 
Cant. God and his angels guard your facred throne, 
And make you long become it! 
K. Henry. Sure, we thank you. 
My learned Lord, we pray you to proceed, 
And jultly and religiouſly unfold, 
Why the law Salike, that they have in France, 
Or thould, or ſhould not, bar us in our claim. 
And God forbid, my dear and faithful Lord, 
That you ſhould faſhion, * * eading : 
Or nicely charge your underſtanding foul 
With opening Sica nl whack right 
Ohm ane inventive enfirns wich rhe wank. 


2 Tyſts fv engl fng'y. 
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232 King Henry V. A® r. 
For God doth know, how many now in health 
Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
Of what your reverence ſhall incite us to. 
Therefore take heed how you impawn “ our perſon; 
How you awake our fleeping tword of war: 
Me charge you in the name of Cod, take heed. 
For never two ſuch kingdoms did contend 
Without much fall of blood ; whole guiltleſs drops 
Are every one a woe, a fore complaint, 
*Gainſt him whoſe wrong gives edge unto the ſwords, 
That make fuch waſte in brief mortality. 
Under this conjuration, fpcak, my Lord; 
For we will hear, note, and believe in heart, 
That what you ſpeak is in your conſcience waſh'd, 
As pure as fin with baptiſm, 
_ Cant. Then hear me, gracious Sovereign, and you 
That owe your lives, your faith, and fervices, [Peers, 
To this imperial throne. 4 There is no bar 
To make againit your Fighnets' claim to France, 
Put this which they proauce from Pharamond : 
In terram Salicam muliores ne ſnccedant ; 
V avoman hall ſucceed in Salite Lind : 
Which Sallke land the French unjuſtly gloze 
Jo be the realm of France, and Pharamond 
The founder of this law and female bar. 
Vet their own authors faithfully affirm, 
That the land Salike lies in Germany, 9 
Between the floods of Jala and of Elve: 
Where Charles the Great, having ſubdu'd the Saxons, 
There left behind and ſettled certain French: 
Who, holding in diſdain the German women, 
For ſo ne dimoneſt manners of their life, 
Eſtablith'd then this law; to wit, no female 
Should be ioheritrix in Sakke land: 
Which Salike, as I faid, twixt Elve and Sala, 
Is at this day in Germany cali'd . feiſcn. 
Thus doth it well appear, the Salike law 
Was not deviſed for the rcalm of France. 


* Impawn, for ee ſimpliy. 
I This whole ſpeech is copied (in & manner ver atim) from 
Nell's chrouicle, Eeury . Jear ihe cond, lid 4. xx. XX, AI. 4 
* Pope. 
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Sc. 2. King Henry V. 
Nor did the Freach poſſeſs the Salike land, 
Until four hundred one and twenty years 

After defunction of King Pharamond, 

(Idly fuppos'd the founder of this law), 

Who died within the year of our redemption 
Four hundred twenty-ſix ; and Charles the Great 
Subdu'd the Saxons, and did ſeat the French 


To fine “ his title with ſome ſhews of truth, 


(Though, in pure truth, it was corrupt and naught), 
Convey'd kinklf os heir to th” Lady Li Lingare, 
Daughter to Charlemain, who was the fon 

To Lewis th' , which was the fon 


Cf Checks the Gente... Alſo King Lewis the ninth +, 


Who was ſole heir to the ufurper Caper, 
Could not keep quiet in his conſcience, 
Wearing the crown of France, till favsfy'd 
Iſabel, his grandmother, 
Lady Ermengere, 
Daughter to Charles the foreſaid Duke of Lorrain: 
By the which match the line of Charles the Great 
Was re- united to the crown of France. 

So that, as clear as is the ſummer s ſun, 
King Pepin's title, and Hugh Capet's claim, 

King Lewis his on }, all appear 

To hold in right and title of the female. 

So do the Kings of France until this day. 
. oy Ge Toy, 

To bar your Highneſs claiming from the 
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2354 | Ring Henry V. Ad x. 
Uſurp'd from you and your progenitors. [claim ? 
K. Henry. May I with right and confcience make this 

Cant. The fin upon my head, dread Sovereign ! 

For in the book of Numbers it is writ, 

When the fon * dies, let the inheritance 

Defcend unto the daughter. Gracious Lord, 
Stand for your own, unwind your bloody flag : 

Look back into your mighty anceſtors ; 
Go, my dread Lord, to your great-grandfire's tomb, 
From whom you claim; invoke his warlike fpirit ; 
Aud your great uncle Edward the Black Prince 
Who on the French ground play'd a tragedy, 
Making defeat on the full pow'r of France; 
While his moſt mighty father, on a hill, 
Stood fmiling, to behold his hon's whelp 
Forage in blood of French Nobility. 

O noble Engliſh, that could entertain | 
With half their forces the full pow'r of France ; 
And let another half ſtand laughing by, 

All out of work, and cold for action! : 

Elz. Awake remembrance of theſe valiant dead, 
And with vour puiſſant arm renew their feats ! * 
You are their heir, you fit upon their throne ; 

The blood and courage chat renowned them, 
Runs in your veins ; and my thrice-puifſant Liege 
Is in the very May-morn of his youth, 

Ripe for exploits and mighty enterpriſcs. 

Exe. Your brother kings and monarchs of the earth 
Do all expet that you ſhould rouſe yourſelf ; 

As did the former lions of your blood. 

Heſt. They know, your race had cauſe, and means, 

and might: 
So hath your Highnefs; never King of Engh 
Had Nobics richer, and more loyal ſubjects ; | 
Whoſe hearts have left their bodies here in England, 
And lie pavilion'd in the field of France. 
O let their bodies follow, my dear Liege, 
With blood, and ſword, — — to win your right. 

Cant. In aid whereof, we of the ſpiritualtx 
Will raiſe your Highneſs fach a mighty ſum, 

As never did the clergy at one time | 
Man. Sce Hall, bc. cit. Mr Pape. 
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Sc. 2. King Henry V. 255 
Bring in to any of your anceſtors. 5 
K. Henry. We muſt not only arm t'invade the French, 
But lay down our proportions to defend 
Againſt the Scot, who will make road upon us 
With all advantages. | 
Cant. They of thoſe marches, gracious Sovereign, 
Shall be a wall ſufficient to defend 
Our inland from the pilfering borderers. 
XK. Hen. We do not mean the courſing fnatchers only, 
But fear the main intendment of the Scot, 
Who hath becn fill a giddy rcighbour to us: 
For you ſhall read, that my great-grandfather 
Ne'er went with his full forces into France, 
But that the Scot on his unfurnith'd kingdom 
Came pouring, like a ude into a breach, 
With ample and brim fulneſs of his force 
Galling the gleaned land with hot affays ; 
Girding with grievous ſiege caſtles and towns; 
That England, being empty of defence, 
Hath ſhook, and trembled, at th' ill ncighbourhood, 
Cant. She hath been then more fear d than harm'd, 
For hear her beſt exampled by herſelf; [my Liege: 
When all her chivalry hath been in France, 
And ſhe a mourning widow of her Nobles, 
She hath herfelf not only well defended, 
But taken and impounded as a ſtray 
The King of Scots; whom the did ſend to France, 
To fill King Edward's fame with priſoner-kings; 
As is the ouzy bottom of the fea 
With ſunken wreck and ſumleſs treaſuries. 
Exe. But there's a ſaying very old and true, | 
If that you will France win, then with Scotland fir be- 
For once the eagle England being in prey, Lein“. 
2 her 22 N weazel Scot, 
omes fneaking, and fo fucks her princely - 
Playing the mouſe in abſence of the cat, 0 
To taint, and havock, more than ſhe can eat. 
Ely. It follows then, the cat muſt itay at home, 
Yer that is but a 'fcus'd + neceſſity ; OP 
* Hall's chronicle. Hen. V. year 2. fol. 7. 5 ; 7 
e excuſed. | 2 — 
| | 2 i} 
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Since we have locks to ſafeguard neceſfaries, 

And pretty traps to catch the petty thieves. 

While that the armed hand doth fight abroad, 

Th adviſed head defends itſelf at home: 

For government, though high, and low, and lower, 

Put into parts, doch keep in one conſent; 
in a full and natural cloſe, 

Like muſic. 


Cant. Therefore Heaven doth divide 
The ſtate of man in divers functions, 
Setting endeavour in continual motion: 
To which is fixed, as an aim or butt, 
Obedience ; for fo work the honey-bees ; 
Creatures, chat by a ruling nature teach 
The art of order to a peopled kingdom. 
They have a king, and officers of fort: 
Where ſome, like magiſtrates, correct at home; 
« Others, like merchant - venturers, trade abroad; 
„ Others, like foldiers, armed in their ſtings, 

* Make boot the fummer's velvet-buds ; 


* Who, buſied in his majeſty, 
Tue finging maſon building roofs of gold ; 

* "The civil citizens heading up the honey; 

„ "The poor mechanic porters crouding in 

« Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate; 

„The ſad-ey d juſtice, with his furly hum, 

„% Delivering o'er to executors pale 

*© The lazy yawning drone. I this infer, 

That many things, having full reference 

To one conſent, may work contrarioully : 

As many arrows, looſed ſeveral ways, 
Come to one'mark : as many ways meet in one town ; 
As many freſh ſtreams meet in one falt fea ; 

As many lines cloſe in the dial's centre; 
So may a thouſand actions, t once a- foot, 
End in one purpoſe, and be all well borne 
Wichout defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege. 
Divide your happy England into four; 

Whereof take you one quarter into France; 

And you withal fhall make all Gallia hake: 
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we 
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If we, with thrice ſuch powers left at home, 
„ dog, 

Let us be worried; and our nation loſe 

The name of hardineſs and policy. 

K. Her. Call in the meſſengers ſent from the Dau- 
Now are we well refolv'd; and by God's Cphin. 
And yours, the noble ſinews of our — 

France being ours, we'll bend it to our awe, 

Or break it all to pieces. There we'll fit, 
Ruling in large and ample empery, 

O'er France, and all her almoſt kingly dukedoms ; 
Or lay thefe bones in an unworthy urn, 
Tombleſs, with no remembrance over them. 
Either our hiſtory ſhall with full mouth 

Speak freely of our acts; or elſe our grave, 

Like Turkiſh mute, ſhall have a tongueleſs mouth, 
Not worſhipp'd with a waxen epitaph. 


SCENE Ill Enter Ambeſudors of France. 


Now are we well prepar'd to know the 
Of our fair couſin Dauphin; for we hear, 
Your greeting is from him, not from the King. 
Amb, May't pleaſe your Majeſty, to give us leave 
Freely to render what we have in charge: 
Or thall we ſparingly ſhew you far off x 
The Dauphin's meaning, and our embaſſy ? 
K. Henry. We are ao tyrant, but a Chriſtian King, 
Unto «. hoſe grace our paſhon is as fubject, 
As are our wretches fetter'd in our prifoas : 
Therefore, with frank and with uncurbed plainneſs, 
Tell us the Dauphin's mind. | 
tb. Thus then, in few. 
Vohs Highneſs, lately fending into France, x 
Did claim fome certain dukedoms in the ri ght 
Of your great predecaſſor, Edward the T bird. 
In anfwer of which claim, the Prince our matter 
Says, that you favour too much of your youth; 
And bids you be adris'd : there's nought in France, 
That can be with a nimble galliard won; 


| You cannot revel into dukedoms there: 


Pe therefore ſends you (meeter for your ſpirit) 
* 3, e. the Chriſlian grace, 
1 3 


28 i Hemy v. Ar. 
This tun of treafure ; and in lieu of this, 
132 _— dukedoms that you claim, 

no more of you. the Dauphin ſpat 
K. Henry. _ What treaſure, uncle ? 

Exe. Tennis-balls, my Liege. 

K. Henry. We 're glad the Dauphin is fo pleaſant with 
His preſent, and your pains, we thank you for. Jus. 
When we have match'd our rackets to theſe balls, 

We will in France, by God's grace, play a ſet, 
Shall ſtrike his father's crown into the hazard. 
Tell him, h' ath made a match with ſuch a wrangler, 
That all the courts of France will be difturb'd 
With chaces. And we underſtand him well, 
How he comes o'er us with our wilder days; 

Not meaſuring what uſe we made of them. 

We never ralu'd this poor feat of England; 
And therefore, living hence, did give ourſelf 
To barb'rous licence; as tis ever common, 

That men are merrieſt when they are from home. 
But tell the Dauphin, I will keep my ſtate, 

Be like 2 King, and ſhew my fail of greatneſs, 
When I do rouſe me in my throne of France. 

For that I have laid by my majeſty, 

And plodded like a man for working-days ; 

Nos © wi + there with Rs 

That I will dazzle all the eyes of France; 

Yea, ſtrike the Dauphin blind to look on us. 

And tell the pleaſant Prince, this mock of his 
Hath turn'd his balls to gun-ftones ; and his ſoul 
Shall ſtand ſore towed he the waſteful vengeance 
That thall fly with them. Many thoufand widows 
Shall „ 
Mock mothers from their ſons, mock caſtles down : 

And ſome are yet ungotten and unborn, 

That ſhall have cauſe to curſe the Dauphin's ſcorn. 
But this lies all within the will of God, 

To whom l do appeal; and in whoſe name, 

Tell you the Dauphin, I am coming on 
To venge me as | may; and to put forth 
My rigizttul hand in a well-hallow d cauſe. 

So get you hence in peace, and tell the Dauphin, 
His jest will favour but of ſhallow wit, 
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When thouſands weep, more than did laugh at 
Convey them with ſafe conduct. Fare ye well. 


Exeunt Ambaſſadors. 
Exe. This was a merry l 


meſſage. 
K. Henry. We hope to make the ſender bluſh ar it: 
Therefore, my Lords, omit no happy hour, 
That may give furth'rance to our 
For we have now no thoughts in us bes Fronce, 
Save thoſe to God, that run before our buſineſs. 
Therefore let our p s for theſe wars 
That may with reaſonable fwitmeſs add 

More feathers to our wings : for, God 

We'll chide this Dauphin at his father's door. 
Therefore let every man now taſlc his thought, 

Thar this fair ation may on foot be brought, [Exeuns. 


at it, 


SCE N E IV. 

Before Quicth's houſe in Eaft-cheap. 
Enter Corporal Nym, and Lieutenant Baxdolph. 
Bard. Well met, Corporal Nym. 

Nym. Good-morrow, Lieutenant 
Bard. What, are Ancient Piſtol and you friends yet? 


Nym. For my part, I care not: I fay little; but when 
time ſhall ſerve, there ſhall be. { ſmiles}. But that ſhall 
be as it may. I dare not fight, but I will wink and 
hold out mine iron: it is a ſimple one; but what though ? 
it will waſt cheeſe, and it will endure cold as another 
man's ſword will; and there's an end. 

Bard. J will beſtow a breakfaſt to make you friends, 
and we'll be all three ſworn brothers to France: ler it 
be ſo, Corporal Nym. 

Flt I will live fo long as I may, that's the 
cet; and when 1 cannot live any longer, I will 


do as I may; that is my reſt, that is the rendezvous of 
it, 


Bard. It is certain, Corporal, that he is married to 
Nell Cuickly ; and certainly ſhe did you wrong, for 
you were truth-plight to her. 


Vm. 6 may; 9. 


eee 


rapier as I may, in fair terms. If you would walk off, 
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may ſleep, and they may have their throats about them 
at that time; and ſome fay, knives have edges: it muſt 
be as it may; h patience be a tir'd dame, yet the 
— — well, I cannot 


Enter Piſtol and Quickly. 


Bard. Here comes Ancient Piſtol and his wife; good 


"al, be patient here, How now, mine hoſt Pittol ? 
Piſt. Baſe tyke, call'it thou me hoſt? now by this 


hand, I ſwear, I ſcorn the term; nor thall my Nell keep 


lodgers. 
Sick. No, by my troth, not long: for we cannot 
lodge and board a dozen or fourteen gentlewomen, that 
live honeftly by the prick of their needles, but it will be 
thought we keep a bawdy-houle ſtraight. O welliday, 
Lady, if he be not drawn! Now we ſhall fee wilful 
adultery and murther committed, 
thing here. 

Nrm. Piſh !—— 


. 


Pi. Piſh for thee, Iſland dog; thou prick- ear'd cur 
_ of liland, | 5 


Quict. Good Corporal Nym, fhew thy valour, and 


put up thy ſword. 


Mm. Will you ſhog off? I would have you 6A. 
Pil. Solus, egregious dog! O viper vile ! 
The /olus in thy moſt marvellous face, 
The /olus in thy teeth, and in thy throat, 
And un thy hateful lungs, yea, in thy maw, perdy ; 
And, which is worſe, within thy naſty mouth. 
Ido retort the /olus in thy bowels ; 
For I can take, and Piſtol's cock is up, 
And flaſhing fire will follow. 5 
Mm. IL am not Barbaſon, you cannot conjure me: 1 
have an humour to knock you indiffcrently well; if 
you grow foul with me, Piſtol, I will ſcour you with my 


would prick your guts a little in good terms as I mar, 
and that's the humour of it. or 
Pift. O braggard vile, and damned furious wight! 


»w Yy "I _ Hh, uw 
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The grave doth gape, and doating death is near; 

Therefore exhale. 

Bard. Hear me, hear me, what I fay : he that ſtrikes 

the firſt ſtroke, I'll run him up to the hilts as I am a 
Pig. An oath of mickle might; and fury ſhall abate, 


Give me thy fiſt, thy fore-foot to me give: 


Thy ſpirits are moſt tall. 


Nym. | will cur thy throat one time or other in fair i 


terms, that is the humour of it. 


Pift. Coupe à gorge, that is the word. I defy thee 


again. 
O hound of Crete, think" thou my ſpouſe to get ? 
No, to the ſpittle 


80, 
And from the powd'ring tub of infamy 


Fetch forth the lazar kite of Creſſid's kind, 

Doll Tear-ſheet, ſhe by name, and her eſpouſe. 

I have, and I will hold the guordam 

For th' only ſhe; and pauca, there 's enough ; * 
Enter the Boy. 


By. Mine hoſt Piſtol, you muſt come to my maſter, 
and you, hoſteſs: he is very fick, and would to bed. 


Good Bardolph, put thy hey between bis ſheets, ard d 


the office of a warming-pan : "faith be 's very ill. 
Bard. Away, you rogue. 
Quict. By my troth he Il yield the crow a pudding one 
of thcſe days; the King has kill'd his heart. Good 
huſband, come home preſently. [Exit Quickly. 
Bard. Come, ſhall I make you two friends? we muſt 
to France together : why the devil ſhould we keep 
knives to cut one another's throats 
Pift. Let floods G erſwell, and fends for food howl 


Mr. Fan's „ 


you at betring ? 
Pif. Baſe is the flave that pays. 


Nym. That now I will have; that's the humour of it. 


Piſs. As manhood ſhall compound, puſh home. 


Bard. By this ſword, he that makes the Gift thruſt, 
I'll Kill him; by this ſword, 14 
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Pit. Sword is an oath, and oaths muſt have their 
[ courſe, 
Bard. Corporal Nym, an' thou wilt be friends, be 
friends; an' thou wilt not, why then be enemies with 
me too; pr'ythee put up. | 
Pit. A noble thalt thou have and preſent pay; 
And liquor likewiſe will L give to thee; 
And frienciſhip ſhall combine and brotherkood. 
IU live by Nym, and Nym ſhall live by me. 
Is not this jut? for I ſhall ſuttler be 
Uato the camp, and profits will accrue. 
Give me thy hand. | 
Nym. [ ſhall have mv noble ? 
Pi. In cath moſt juſtly paid. 
Mm. Well then, that's the humour of t. 


Re-enter Quickly. 


Dick. As ever you came of women, come in quickly 
to ur John: ah, poor heart, he is fo thak'd of a burn- 
ing quotidian tertian, that it is moſt lamentable to be- 
hold. Sweet men, come to him. 

Mm. The King hath run bad humours on the Knight, 
that s the even of it. 

Pift. Nym, thou haſt ſpoken the right, his heart is 
fra ted and corroborate. 

Nym. The King is a good King, but it muſt be as it 
may; he pailcs ſome humours and careers. 

Pift. Let us condole the Knight; for, lambkins ! 
we will live. [Exeunt. 
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Gwe, IOW all the youth of England are on fire, 


And filken dalliance in the wardrobe lies : 
Now thrive the armourers, and honour's thought 
Reigns ſolely in the breaſt of every man. 
They fell the paſture now, to buy the horſe; 
Following the mirror of all Chriſtian kings, 
Wich winged heels, as Engliſh Mercurics. 
«« For now ſits Expectation in the air, 


not seren derer seg 9 


Contirm'd conſpiracy with fearful France: 


_ Crowned with faith and conſtant loyalty ! 
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% And hides a ſword from hilts unto the point 
With crowns imperial; crowns, and coronets, 
Promis'd to Harry and his followers. 
'The French, advis'd by intelligence 
bg eager Yoon 41.4. moet nay i 
Shake in their fear; and with pale policy 
IN rpo | 
O England ! model] to thy inward greatneſs, 
Like little body with a mighty heart; | 
What might'ſt thou do, that honour would thee do, 
Were all thy children kind and natural ! 
Bur fee, thy fault France hath in thee found out; 
a neſt of hollow boſoms, which he fills 

ith treach*'rous crowns; and three corrupted 
One, Richard Earl of Cambridge, and the ſ. © By 
Henry Lord Scroop of Matham, and the third, 
Sir Thomas Grey Knight of Northumberland, 
Hare for the guilt of France (O guilt indeed !) 
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Bed. "Fore God, his Grace is bold to truſt theſe trai- 

Exe. They thall be apprehended by and by. 

Wet. Row ſmooth and even they do bear 
As if allegiance in their boſoms ſat, 


[tors. 
themſclvcs, 
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Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, 


Whom he hath lull'd and cloy'd 88 favours; 
That he ſhould for a foreign purſe fo fell 
4 


His ſov ereign's life to death and 
[ Trumpets found, 


Euter the King, Scroop, Cambridge, Grey, and H- 
tendants. 


My Lord of Cambridge, Da ton 
And you, my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts : | 
Think you not, that the pow'rs we bear with us, 
Will cut their paſſage through the force of — 
Doing the execution and the act 
For which we have in aid aſſembled them? 
Scroop. No doubt, my Liege; if each man do his beſt. 
X. Henry. I doubt not that; fince we are well per- 
We carry not a heart with us from hence, [ ſuaded, 
That grows not in a fair conſent with ours: 
Nor leave not one behind, that doth not win 


n 


ar the fe ſnd of your bee, 
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Scroop. « So ſervice ſhall with fieeled Gnews toit; 
And labour ſhall refreſh itſelf with hope, 
To do your Grace inceſſant ſervices. 

K. Henry. We judge no leſs. Uncl: of Exeter, 
1 the man committed yeſterday, 

That rail d againſt our perſon: we conſider, 
| Ix was exceſs of wine that fer kinz on, 
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And on his more advice we pardon him. 
Scroop., That's mercy, but too much ſecurity : 
Let him be puniſh'd, Sovereign, leſt example 
Brecd (by his k cc) more of ſuch # kind. 
K. Henry. O, let us yet be mercitul. 
Cam. 80 may your Highneſs, and yet puniſh too. 
Grey. You ſhew great mercy, if you give him life, 
After the taſte of much correction. 
K. Henry. Alas! your too much love and care of me 
Are heavy oriſons gainſt this poor wretch. 
If little faults, on 1 *, 
Shall not be wink d at, how ſhall we ftretch our eye, 
Wren capital crimes, chew'd, fwallow'd and digeſted, 
Appear before us? We'll yet enlarge that man, 
Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey, in their dear 


And tender preſervation of our perſon, ſcare 
Would have him puniſh'd. Now tc our French cauſes ; 
Who are the late commiſſioners ? 


Cam. I one, my Lord. 
Vans ind ie bs 29-p, 

Scrap. So did you me, my Liege. 

Grey. And I, my Sovereign. [is your's; 

K. Henry. Then, Richard Earl of Cambridge, there 
There your's, Lord Scroop of Maſham; and, Sir Knight, 
Grey of Northumberland, this fame is yours; 
Read them, and know I know your worthinefs. 
My Lord of Weſtmorland and uncle Exeter, 
We will aboard to-night. Why, how now, Gentlemen ? 
What fee you in thoſe papers, that you loſe 
So much complexion ? look you, how they change ! 
Their cheeks are paper. Why, what read you there, 
TRIED» OG and chas'd your blood 

Cam. I confeſs my fault, 
And do fubmit me to your Highneſs” mercy. 

Grey.. Scroop. To which we all appeal. 

K. —_ NT tet rn. 
By your own countel is ſuppreſs'd and kill'd: 
You mult not dare for ſhame to talk of mercy ; 
For your own reaſons turn into your boſoms, 


As dogs upon their maſters, worrying you. 
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See you, my. Princes and my Noble Peers, 
"Theſe Engliſh monſters! My Lord Cambridge here, 
You know how apt our love was to accord 
To furniſh him with all appertinents 
Belonging to his honour ; and this man 
Hath for a few light crowns lightly conſpir'd, 
And fworn unto the practices of France - 
To kill us here in Hampton. To the which, 
This Knight, no leſs for bounty bound to us 
Than Cambridge is, hath likewiſe ſworn, But O! 
What ſhall I fay to thee, Lord Scroop, thou cruel, 
Ingrateful, ſavage, and inhumane creature! 
Thou that didſt bear the key of all my counſels, 
That knew'ſt the very bottom of ray foul, 
That almoſt might'ſt have coin d me into gold, 
Would'ſt thou have practis'd on me for thy uſe: 
May it be poſſible, that foreign hire 
Could out of thee extract one fpaik of evil, 
"That might annoy my finger ? Tis ſo ſtrange, 
That though the truth of it ſtand off as groſs 
As black from white, my eye will fcarcely fec it; 
Treaſon and murder ever kept together, 
As two yoke-devils ſworn to either's purpoſe; 
| Working fo groſsly * in a natural cauſe, 
"That admiration did not whoop + at them. 
But thou, gainſt all proportion, didft bring in 
Wonder to wait on treaſon, and on murther : 
And whatſcever cunning fiend it was, 
That wrought upon theſe ſo prepeRt'rouſly, 
Hath got the voice in hell for excellence: 
And other devils, that ſuggeſt by-treaſons, 
Do botch and bungle up damnation, 
With patches, colours, and with forms being fetch'd 
From gliſt ring femblances of piety : 
Burt he that temper'd thee, bade thee ſtand up; 
Gave thee no inſtance why thou ſhould'ft do treaſon, 
Unleſs to dub thee with the name of traitor. 
If that ſame dæ mon that hath gull'd"thee thus, 
Should with his lion-gate walk the whole world, 
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He might return to vaſty Tartar back, 

And tell the On I can never win 

A ſoul ſo eaſy as that Engliſhman's. 

Oh, how bat thou wich jealouſy infected 

The ſweetneſs of ht ſhew men duriful ? 

Why fo didft thou: or ſeem they grave and learned? 
Why fo didft thou : come they of noble family ? 
Why ſo didſt thou: feem they religious? 

Why © rr 

Free from grofs pathon, or of mirth, or anger, 


Conſtant in 1 not ſwerving with the blood, 


Not working with the ear, but with the eye, 
And but in purged judgment truſting neither? 
Such, and fo finely boulted didſt thou ſcem. 

And thus thy fall hach left a kind of blot, 
To mark the fall-fraught man, the beſt endu d, 
With fome ſuſpicion. I will weep for thee. 

For this revolt of thine, metkinks, is like 

Another fall of man. Their faults are open ; 


Arreſt them to the anſwer of the law, 


Le af ge wn, bythe ms of The 
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My fault, but not my body, pardon, Sovereign. 

K. Henry. God quit you in his mercy ! hear your 

ſentence ; 

You have conſpit d againſt our Royal perſon, 

in'd with an enemy proclaim'd, and from his coffers 

eceiv'd the golden earneſt of our death; 
Wherein you would have fold your King to laughter, 
His princes and his peers to fe 
His ſubjects to oppreſſion and contempt, 
Ad his whole kingdom into defolation. 
"Touching our perion, ſeek we no revenge; 
But we our kingdom's fafety muſt fo tender, 
Whoſe ruin you three fonght, that to her laws 
We do deliver you. Go therefore hence, 
Poor miſcrable wretches, to your death; 


Act 11. 


The taſte whereof God of his mercy give 
You to endure; and true repentance I 
Of all your dear offences! Bear them hence. [Exeunt, 


Now, Lords, for France; the enterpriſe whereof 
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious, 


We doubt not of a fair and lucky war, 


Since God ſo graciouſly hath brought to light 
This dangerous treaſon lurking in our way, 


To hinder our be Now we doubt not, 
— 41. 
Then forth, dear countrymen; let us deliver 
Our puiffance into the hand of God, 
Putting it ſtraight in expedition. 

Chearly to ſea; the figns of war advance; 

ü 0 ado [Exeunt. 


SCEN E iI. 
Changes to Nuiciiy's houſe in Eaſt-cbenns. 
Enter Piſtol, Nym, Bardolph, Bey, and Quickly. 


Quict. Priythee, honey - ſweet huſband, let me bring 
thee to Staines. 
Pift. No; for my manly heart doth yern. 
Bardolph, be blythe; Nym, rouſe thy vaunting veins; 
Boy, briſtle thy courage up: for Falſtaff he is dead, 


And we muſt 5 


Dr gyrprggerreszagarg 2. 


ow 4 WF. 2 


. 


it. 


his fingers end, I knew there was but one way; for hi 
quoth 1: what, man, 
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Bard. Would I were with him whereſome'er he is, 
either in heaven or in hell. OE 

Buick. Nay, fure he's not in hell; he's in Arthur's 
boſom, if ever man went to Arthur's boſom. He made 
a finer end, and went away an it had been any Chriftom 
child; a' parted even juſt between twelve and one, eyen 
at the turning o th tide : for after I faw him fumble 
with the thects, and play with flowers, and fmile upon 


5 


noſe was as ſharp as a pen®. How now, Sir John ? 

of and cheer : fo a! cried 
out, God, God, God, three or four times. Now I, to 
comtort him, bid him, a ſhou'd not think of God; L 
hop'd there was no need to trouble himſelf with any 
ſuch thoughts yet: fo a' bade me lay more cloaths on his 
feet. I put my hand into the bed and felt them, and 
they were as cold as a ſtone: then | felt to his knees, 
IS NEE GEENA Ig 


Mm. They ſay he cried out of ſack. 
Duick, AY» and that a' did. 
Boy. And of women. 
Buick. Nay, that a' did not. 
B.. Yes, that he did; and ſaid they were devils in- 
carnate. 

Quick. A' could never abide carnation, twas a cg- 
Jour he never lik'd, 

Boy. He faid once, the deule would have him about 
women. 
Suick. He did in ſome fort, indeed, handle women; 
but chen he was rhuematic, and talk'd of the whore of 
Babylon. | | 
| Hoy. Do you not remember he faw a flea ſtick upon 


Theſe words, aud @ table of green fields, though inſerted in all 
the ſubſequent editions after the word pen, are nut to be found in 
the old editions of 2600 and 608. This nonſenſe got into all theſe 
editions by a pleaſant miſtake of the ſtage-editors, who printed. 
from the common piece meal written parts in the play-houfe. A 
table was here directed to be brought in (it being a ſecne in a ta- 
vern where they drink at parting), and this direction crept into the 
text trom the margin. Greenfield was the nzme of the property- 
man in that time, who furnith's implements, &c. for tue aclurs. 
£ table of Greenfrela”'s, Mr Zope. N 
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Aa 11. 


— 726m 2ad nd it ws a black foul burning i 

hell ? 

Bard. Well, the fewel is gone that maintain's that fire: 

that's all the riches I got in his ſervice. 

Vu. Shall we ſhogg? the King will be gone from 

Southampton. 

Pit. Come, let's away. My love, give me thy lips: 

Look to my chattles, and my moveables ; 

Let ſenſes rule; the word is, pitch and pay ; 

Truſt none, for caths are trans ; mens” faiths are was 
fer-cakes, 

And hold-faſt is the only dog, Wa 

Therefore Caveto be thy counſellor. 

Go, clear thy cryſtals. Yoke-fellows in arms, 

Let us to France; like horfe-leeches, my boys 


To fuck, to fuck, the very blood to ſuck. 


Boy. And that's but unwholſome food, they ſay. 
Pip. Touch her foft mouth and march. Come ! 
Bard. Farewtl, hoſteſs. 

2 1 


IV. 
Changes to the French King's palace. 


Enter the French King, the Dauphin, ah Du ke Bur- 


gundy, and the Conflable. 


Fr. King. Thus come the Engliſh with full power up- 
And more than careleſsly it us concerns - Lon us, 
To anſwer rovally in our defences. | 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of 
Of Brabant and of 2 ſhall make frond, 

And you, Prince Dauphin, with all ſwiſt difpatch ; 
To line and n repair our towns of war, 

With men of courage, and with means defendant. 
For England his approaches makes as fierce, 

As waters to the fucking of a gulph. 


Ki xx us then to be 20 grovidemt 


Wil weY > 2 — r en betty, © 


hk RY 


TL 'Z'> 


You are too much miſtaken in this King. 


And let us do it with no ſhew of fear; 
No, with no more than if we heard that England 
agony — — 
For, Liege, ſhe is ſo idly king'd, 
— — books, * | 
By a vain, giddy, ſhallow, humorous youth, 4 
That fear attends her not. | 8 
Con. O peace, Prince Dauphin! 


eſtion your Grace the late a 
With what 


2 
by 


| Were but the out- ſide of the Roman Brutus, k 
Covering diſcretion with a coat of folly ; © 


As gardeners do with ordure hide thoſe roots 

That ſhall firft fpring and be moſt delicate *. 
Dau. Well, 'tis not ſo, my Lord High Conſtable. 

But tho” we think it fo, it is no matter: | 

In cauſes of defence, tis beſt to weigh 


* Shakeſpear not having given us, in the firſt or ſecond of 
Henry IV. or in Co er ET pne 
exrcumſtance here to, the compariſon muſt needs be a little 
obſcure to thoſe who don't know or reflect, that ſome hiſtorians have 
told us, that Henry IV had entertained a deep jealouſy of his ſon's 
aſpiring ſuperior genius. Therefore, to prevent all umbrage, the 
Prince withdrew from public affairs, and amuſed himſelf in con- 
torting with a difſolute crew of robbers. Mr / ; 
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The enemy more mighty than he ſeems; 

So the proportioas of deſence are fill'd ; 
Which of a weak and niggardly projection, 
Doch, like a miſer, ſpuil his coat with ſcanting 
A little cloth. 

Fr. King. Thiok we King 
And, Princes, Ros a9 dn 26 eee ie. 
The kindred of him hath been fleſh'd upon us; 

And he is bred out of that bloody ſtrain, 

That hunted us in our f mihar paths: 

Witneſs our too much m-murable ſhame, 

When Creſſy battle fatally was ſtruck ; 

And all our princes captiv'd by the hand 

Of that black name, Edward Black Prince of Wales : 
While that his mounting ſire, on mountain 

[Up in the air, crown'd with the golden fon, *) 

Saw his heroic ſeed, and ſmil d to fee him 

Mangle the work of nature, and deface 
The patterns that by God and by French fathers 
Had twenty years been made. This is a ſtem 
Of that victorious ſtock ; and let us fear 


The native mightineſs and fate of him . 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
Mefſ. AmbaTadors from Harry King of England, 


Do crave admittance to your Majeſty, 


Fr. King. We'll gire them preſent audience. Go 
and bring them. 


You ſee this chace is heely follow's, friends. 


Dau. Turn head, and flop purſuit ; for coward dogs 
Moſt ſpend their mouths, _ 


Runs far before them. Good my Sovereign, 
Take up the Engliſh ſhort ; 22 
Of what a monarchy you are the head. a 
'Self-love, my Liege, is not fo vile a ſin, 

As ſelf- neglecting. 

$CENE V.  Exter Enxcter. 


Fr. King. From our brother England ? 
® A nonſcaſical line of ſome player. » 
+46 fortune and condition of his houſe or family. 


to) Ser nd doogry,>n 
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| Your crown and kingdom, indirealy held 


That ſhall be ſwallow'd in this controverſy. 


Exe. From him; and thus he greets your Majeſty, 
He wills you in the name of God Almighty, 
That you diveſt yourſclf, and lay apart 
rr that, by gift of heaven, 
By law of nature and of nations, long 
„ namely, the crown, | 
And all the wide-ftretch'd honours that pertain, 
By cuſtom and the ordinance of times, 
Unto the crown of France. That you may know, 
'Tis no finifter nor no aukward claim, 
Pick'd from the worm-holes of long-vaniſh * 
Nor from the duſt of old oblivion rak' d, 
He ſends you this moſt memorable line, 
In every branch truly demonftrative, 

[Gives the French King a paper. 


Willing you over-look his pedigree ; 
And 1 deriv'd 


From his moſt fam'd of famous anceſtors, 
Edward the Third; he bids you then reſign 


From him the native and true 
Fr. Xing. Or elſe what follows? 
Exe. Bloody conſtraint ; for if you hide the crown 
Ev'n in your hearts, there will he rake for it. 
And therefore in fierce tempeſt is he coming, 
In thunder, and in earthquake, men Jove ; 
That, if requiring fail, he may 
He bids you, in the bowels of the Lord, 
Deliver up the crown; and to take mercy 
On the poor fouls, for whom this hungry war 
Opens his vaſty jaws; upon your head 
Turning the widows” tears, the orphans” cries, 
The dead mens blood, the pining maidens* groans, 
For huibands, fathers, and betrothed lovers, 


; 

This is his claim, his threat ning, and my meſſage; | f 
Unleſs the Dauphin be in preſence here, N 1 
To whom expreſsly I bring greeting too. 

Fr. King. For us, we will conſider of this further: 
To-morrow ſhall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England. 

Dau. For the Dauphin, 
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I ſtand here for him: what to him from England? 
Exe. Scorn and defiance, flight regard, contempt, 

And any thing that may not mifbecome 

The mighty fender, doth he prize you at. 

Thus fays my King; and if your father's Highneſs 

Do not, in grant of all demands at large, 

Sweeten the bitter mock you ſent his Majeſty ; 

He ' call you to fo hot an anſwer for it, 

That caves and womby vaultages of France 

Shall chide your treſpaſs, and return your mock 

In ſecond accent to his ordinance. 
Dau. Say, if my father render fair reply, 

It is againſt my will; for I defire 

Nothing but odds with England; to that end, 

As matching to his youth and vanity, 

I did prefent him with thoſe Paris balls. 

Exe. He'll make your Paris Louvre ſhake for it, 

Were it the miſtreſs conrt of mighty Europe : 

And, be aſſur d, you Il find a difference 

(As we his ſubjects have in wonder found) 

Between the promiſe of his greener days, | 

And thoſe he maſters now; now he weighs time 

Even to the ntmoſt grain, which you ſhall read 

In your own loſſes, if he ſtay in France. 
Fr. King. To-morrow you ſhall know our mind at full. 


[ Fhouriſh. 
Exe. Diſpatch us with all ſpeed, left that our King 
Come here himſelf to queſtion our delay ; 
For he is footed in this land already. 


Fr. King. You ſhall be ſoon diſpatch'd with fair con- 
A night is but ſmall breath, and little pauſe, [dinons. 
To anfwer matters of this conſequence. =[Excunt. 


ACT II. SCENE LI 


Clever. "Pikes with imagi's wing enr foie from 


The well-appoiated King at Hampton pier 
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Imbark his royalty; and his brave fleet 
With filken ſtreamers the young Phœbus fanning, 
Play with your tancies; and in them behold, 
Upon the hempen tackle, thip-boys climbing ; 4 
Hear the ſhrill whiſtle, which doth order give 
To ſounds confus d; behold the threaden fails, 
Borne with th inviſible and creeping wind, 
Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow'd ſea, 
Breaſting the lofty furge. O, do but think, 
You ſtand upon the rivage, and behold 
A city on th' inconſtant billows dancing; 
For ſo appears this fleet majeſtical, 
Holding due courſe to Harffeur. Follow, follow. 
Grapple your minds to ſternage of this navy, 
And leave your England, as dead midnight ſtill, 
Guarded with — babies, and old women; 
Or paſs d or not arriv'd, to pith and puiſſance: 
. who is he, whoſe chin is but iarich'd 
With one appearing hair, that will not follow 
Theſe cull'd and choice-drawn cavaliers to France? 
Work, work your thoughts, and therein ſee 2 
Behold the ordnance on their carriages 
With fatal mouths gaping on girded Harfleur. 
Suppoſe th' ambaſſador from France comes back; 
Tells Harry, that the King doth offer him 
Catharine his daughter, and with her to dowry 
Some petty and unprofitable dukedoms : 
The affer likes not; and the nimble gunner 
With lynſtock now the deviliſh cannon touches, 
[ arm, and cannon 62 off. 
And down goes all before him. Still be kind, 
And eke out our performance with your mind. [ Exit. 
SCENE H. Before Harfewr. 
Enter King mn Exeter, Bedford, end Glouceſter; 
Soldiers with fcaling ladJers. 
K. Henry. Once more unto the breach, dear friends, 
once more; 
Or cloſe the wall up wich the Englith dead. 
In peace, there's nothing fo becomes 2 man 
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- Sriffen the finews, ſummon up the blood, 


Whoſe limbs were made in England, ſhew us here 
* 2 let us ſwear 
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But when the blaſt of war blows in our ears, 
Then imitate the action of the tyger; 


Diſguiſe fair nature with hard-favour'd rage; 

Then lend the eye a terrible aſpect; 

Let it pry thro” the portage of the head, 

Like the braſs cannon : let the brow o'erwhelm it, 
As fearfully as doth a galled rock 

O'er-hang and jutty his confounded baſe, 

Swill'd with the wild and waſteful ocean. 

Now ſet the teeth, and ſtretch the noftril wide; 
Hold hard the breath, and bend vp every ſpirit 

To his full height. Now on, you nobleſt Engliſh, 
Whoſe blood is fetch'd from Ether of war-proof; 
Fathers, that, like ſo many Alexanders, 

Have in theſe parts from morn till even fought, 
And ſheath'd their fwords for lack of argument. 
Diſhonour not your mothers; now atteſt, 

This Quit when you bit fotos, Se beget you. 
Be copy now to men of groſſer blood, 

And teach them how to war; and you, good yeomen, 


CE UL WM. F 2 
Enter Nym, Bardolph, Piſtol, and Bay. 
Bard. On, on, on, on, on, to the breach, to the 


Mm. Pray thee, Corporal, Ray : the knocks are too 
het; and for mine own part I have not a cate of lives: 
— too hot, that 4s the very Plain ſong 

it, 
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Pift. The plain ſong is moſt juit; for humours do 
abound : 


Enocks go and come: Cod's vaſſals drop and die; 
And ſword and ſhield, im bloody field, doth win im- 
mortal fame. 
Bey. Wou'd I were in an alehouſe in London, I would 
give all my fame for a pot of ale and ſafety. 
Pift. And I: if wiſhes would prevail, 
I wou'd not ſtay, but thither would I hie. 


Enter Fluellen. 
Flu. oy the preach, you dogs; avaunt, you cul- 


ons, 

Pi. Be merciful, great Duke, to men of mould, 
Abate thy rage, abate thy manly rage; | 
Good bawcock, bate thy rage; uſe lenity, ſweet chuck. 

mn. Theſe be good humours; your honour wins 
bad humours. [ Exeunt, 

Boy. As young as I am, I have obſerv'd theſe three 
fwathers. I am boy to them all three; but all they 
three, though they would ſerve me, could not be man to 
me; for, indeed, three fuch antics do not amount to a 
man. For Bardolph, he is white-livcr'd and red-fac'd; 
by the means whereof he faces it out, but fights not. 
For Piſtol, he hath a killing tongue, and a quiet ſword ; 
by the means whereof he breaks words, and keeps whole 
weapons. For Nym, he hath heard, that men of 
« few words are the beſt men; and therefore he ſcorns 
to ſay his prayers, left he ſhould be thought a coward : 


but his few bad words are match'd with as few good 


deeds; for he never broke any man's kead but his own, 
and that was againſt a poſt when he was drunk. They 
will ſteal any thing, and call it purchaſe, * Bardelph 
“e ſtole a be 4 bore it twelve leagues, and ſold it 


for three half-pence. Nym and Bardolph are fworn 


brothers in filching ; and in Calais they ftole a fire-ſho- 
vel. I knew, by that piece of fervice, the men would 
carry coals, They would have me as familiar with 
mens” pockets, as their gloves or their bandkerchers ; 


which makes much againſt my manhood; for if I would 


take from another's pocket to put into mine, it is pl un 


| pocketting up of wrongs, I * leave them, and teck 
* 


Vor. IV. 
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ſome b:tter ſervice; their villany goes againſt my weak 
ſtomach, and therefore I mutt caſt it up. [Exit bey. 


Enter Gower, and Fluellen. 


Gower, Captain Fluellen, you mutt come preſently to 

the mines; the Duke of Glouceſter would fpeak with 
ou. 

, flu. To the mines? tell you the Duke, it is not ſo 
got to come to the mines, for, look you, the mines are 
not according to the diſciplines of the war; the conca- 
vitics of it is not ſuſſicient; for, look you, th” athverſary 
(you may diſcuſs unto the Duke, look you) is digg'd 
himfelf four yards under the countermines ; by Cheſhu, 
I think, a' will plow up all, if there is not petter di- 
rections. 

Gower. The Duke of Glouceſter, to whom the order 


of the ſiege is given, is altogether directed by an Irin 


man, 2 very valiant gentleman, i' faith, 

Flu. It is Captain Mac is, is it not? 

Gower, I think it be. 5 

Flu. By Cheiku he is an afs, as is in the world; I 
will verify as much in his pcard; he has no more direc- 


tions in the true diſciplines of the wars, look you, of 


the Roman diſciplines, than is a puppy-dog. 
Enter Mackmorris and Capt. Jamy. 


Gower. Here he comes, and the Scots Captain, Cap- 
tain Jamy, with him. | 

Flu. Captain Jamy is a marvellous valorous gentle- 
man, that is certain; and of great expedition and knoy- 
ledge in the ancient wars, upon my particular know- 
ledge of his directions; by Cheſhu he will maintain his 
argument as well as any military man in the world, in 
the diſciplines of the priſtine wars of the Romans. 
Famy. I fay, gudday. Captain Fluellen. | 

Flu. Godden to your Worſhip, good Captain James, 

Gower. How now, Captain Mackmorris, have you 
quitred the mines ? have the pioneers given o'er ? 

Mack. By Chriſh law, tiſh ill done; the work ih 

give over, the trumpet ſound the retreat. By my hand, 
1 ſwear, and by my father's foul, the work iſh ill doac; 
ic iſh give over; I would have blowed up the town, 0 


PSPEEFS 8F Fg. rg 889 


t. Se. 3. King Henry V. 279 

k WW Chrith fave me law, in an hour. O tiſh ill done, tiſh 
y. ill done; by my hand, tiſn ill done. 

Flu. Captain Mackmorris, I beſeech you now, will 

vouchſafe me, look you, a few diſputations with 

to NO Lon. Þ Is as & ns 


ſo 

Fe 

a- litary di poi 

ry 2 K fall be ek — feith, gud captains 


bach; and I fall quit you with gud lexe, as I may pick 

ju, occaſion; that fall I, marry. 

di- Mack. It is no time to diſcourſe, ſo Chriſn fave me: 
the day is hot, and the weather and the wars, and the 

ger King and the Duke; it is not time to diſcourſe, the 

un town is beſeech'd: and the trumpet calls us to the breach, 
and we talk, and by Chriſh do nothing, tis ſhame for 
us all; fo God fa” me, tis ſhame to ſtand fill; it is 


ſhame, by my hand ; and there is throats to be cut, and 
$1 works to be done, and there is nothing done, io Chrih 
ee- fa” me law. 
of Jamy. By the meſs, ere theiſe eyes of mine take 
| themſelves to flomber, aile do gud ſervice, rob is. 4 
i th' ground for it; ay, or go to death; and aile pay 
as valorouſly as 1 may, that fall I furely de, the Nett 
ap- and the long; marry, I wad full bin heard ſome que- 
ſtion tween you tway. 
le- Flu. Captain Mackmorris, I thirk, lock you, under 
10W- your correction, there is not many of your nation 
dow. Mack. Of my nation? what iſh my nation? ith a 
1 his villain, and a baſtard, and a knave, and a raſcal ? 
1, in what iſh my nation? who talks of my nation ? 
Flu. Look you, if you take the matter otherwiſe than 
| is meant, Captain Mackmorris, peradrenture I ſhalt 
mes. think you do not ufe me with that affability as in diſ- 
you cretion you ought to uie me, look you; being as good 
a man as yourſelf, both in the difciplines of wars, and 


k ih in the derivation of my birth, and in other purticula- 
hand, rities. 


donc; Mack. I do not know you fo good a man as myſelf; 
m, is fo Chi fave me, 1 will cue off your bead. 
Aaz 
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Gower. Gentlemen both, you miſtake each other. 
Famy. Au! that's a foul Zan. [A parley founded. 
Gower, The town founds a parley. 

Flu. Captain Mackmorris, when there is more petter 
epportunity to be requir' d, look you, III be fo pold as 
zo tell you, I know the diſciplines of war; and there's 
an end. [Exeurt, 


SCENE IV: Before the gates of Harffeur. 
Enter King Henry and his train. 
K. Hnry. How yet reſolves the governor of the town?! 
This is the lateſt parle we will admit: 
Therefore to our beſt mercy give yourſelves, 
Or, like to men proud of deſtruction, 
Defy us to our worit; as I'm a ſoldier, 
(A name that, in my thoughts, becomes me beſt), 
If I begin the batt'ry once again, 
I will not leave the halt- atchieved Harfleur 
Till in her aſhes ſhe lie buried. 
$ The gates of mercy ſhall be all ſhut up 
£ And the fleth'd foldier, rough and bard of heart, 
3 In liberty of bloody hand mall range 
With conſcience wide as hell, mowing like grafs 
| Your freſh fair virgins, and your flow'ring infants. 
* What is it then to me, if impious War, 
* Array'd in flames like to the prince of ſiends, 
1 Do with his ſmii clit complexion all fell feats, 
Inlink'd to waſte and defolation ? 
What is't to me, when you yaurſelves are cauſe, 
3 If your pure maidens fall into the hand 
„ „ vinkien? . 
5 When down the hill he holds his fierce career ? 
5 We may, as bootleſs, ſpend our vain command 
4 Upon tl enraged ſoldiers in their ſpoil, 
= - As ſend our precepts to th' leviathan 
To come aſhore. Therefore, you men of Harfleer, 
Take pity of your town and of your people, 
While yet my ſoldiers are in my command; 
While yet the cool and temp'rate wind of grace 
Q'erblows the filthy and contagious clouds 
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Of heady murther, fpoil, and villany. 

If not; why, in a moment, look to fee 

The blind and bloody foldier with foul hand 

Defile the locks of your ſhrill-ſhrieking daughters; 

Your fathers taken by the ſilver beards, 

And their moſt reverend heads daſh'd to the walls; 
Your naked infants ſpitted upon pikes, | . 
While the mad mothers with their howls confus d 

Do break the clouds; as did the wires of Jewry, 

At Herod's bloody-hunting flaughter-men. 

What ſay you? will you yield, and this avoid ? 

Or, guilty in defence, be thus deſtroy d? | 


Enter Governor ufon the walls. 

Cov. Our expectation hath this day an end: 
The Dauphin, of whom ſuccours we ir. eated, 
Returns us, that his pow'rs are not yet ready 
To raiſe ſo great a fiege. Therefore, great King, 


We yield our town and lives to thy ſoft mercy : 


Enter our gates, difpoſe of us and ours, 

For we no longer are defenſible. | 
King Henry. Open your gates: come, uncle Exeter, 
Go you and enter Harfleur, there remain, ; 
And fortify it ſtrongly gainſt the French: 

Uſe mercy to them all, For us, dear uncle, 

The winter coming on, and ſickneſs growing 

Upon our ſoldiers, we'll retire to Calais. 

To-night in Harfleur we will be your gueſt, 
To-morrow for the march we are addreſs'd. 
LFlouriſb, and enter the town *, 


| * — xc addre\s'd. [Flouriſh, and enter the town. 
SC EN E V. The French court. 
Pl. Catharine, and an old Gentleuaman. | 
Cath. Alice, tu as cft6 en Augleterre, & tu parles lien le language. 
Cath. Je te prie de mn enſeiguer ; il faut. que apprenne à par- 
ler. Comment appellez vans la main en A, 34 of | _ 
Alice. La mats, ell” eſt apellée, de hand. 
Cath. De hand. Et le diyt ? . | 
Alice. Le diyt 2 ma foy, je oublie le dot : mais je me ſouviendra 
le doyt je penſe, qui'ls ont * des fingres ; a, de fingres, 
28 5 
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SCENE VI. 


Preſence- chamber in the French court. 


Enter the King of France, the Dauphin, Duke Bour- 


bon, the Confable of France, aud others. 


Fr. King. "Tis certain he hath paſs'd the river Some, 
Con. And if he be not fought withal, my Lord, 
Let us not live in France; let us quit all, 


And gixe our 2 o a barb'rous people. 


Cath. La main, de hand le doyt, le fingres. Te penſe, que je ait 
Ie bon eſcslier. J ay gaiguee deux mats d Au aaa „ c 
ment appelle⁊ vous les ange? 

Alice. Les ungies, les uppellang de nayles. 

Cath De nayles. Eſcautes : di tes m, fi je parle Ten : de hae 
de f ges, de nay; « 

Alice. Ce bie dit, Madame ; il eft fart bon A. glais. 

Cath Dites my en Ai giois, le bras. | 

Alice. De arnic, Madame. 

Cath. Et le onde. 
Alice. D” elbow. 
Cath. D' elhuw © je won faitz la adi. gue 


ius m'avez apprins des a preſent. 


Alice. II eſt trop difficile, Mudame, comme je pen ſe. 

Cath. Excuſe my, Alice ; eſcuutez ; d' haud, de fingre, de noy!c:, 
arne, di bilbsw. 

Alice. D' eb . Maane. 

Cath. O Signeur Dieu] je men oublic d' elbow ; comment ft le 
T64s le col? 

Alice. De neck, Mad.:me. | 

Cith. De acct ; @ le mention 7 

Alice De chin. 

Cath. De fu ; le cal, de neck: le menton, 4 fon. 

Alice. Guy. Sauf voſlre Pounenr, en verite. vous Nantes ley 
mts auſſi drift, que les natifs d Avgleterr e. 

Cath. Je ne Lute point &1pprendre pr la grace de Dien, & en 
de temps. 

Alice. Nhνον˖ vous pas deja onbli ce que je 2 ay exſeignee 2? 

Cath No je reciteru d uus prompiement ; d' hund, de firgre, 
ge muylis, de arme. 

Alice. De nayles, Madame. + 

C:th. De navies d rme e "ow 

Alice. Saf ; Vojire ig, d' elbow. 

Cath. 1 %, dis je d 02, de neck; de ſin : a api. 
wotrs les pods & derbe ? 

Alice, Le * Lane, & te OUR. 
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Upon our houſe-tops, winie more froſty 
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Dau. O Dieu vivant ! ſhall a few ſprays of us, 
(The emptying of our father's luxury), 
Our cyons, put in wild and favage ſtock, 
Sprout up ſo fuddenly into the clouds, 
And overlook their grafters ? 
Bour. — but baſtard Normans; Norman 
baſtards. 
Mort de ma: vie! if thus they march along 
Unfought withal, but I will fell my — 
To buy a foggy and a dirty farm 
In that nook-thotten ifle of Albion . 
Can. Dien de batailles ! why, whence have they this 
mettle ? 


foggy, raw, and dull ? 

On whom, as in deſpight, the fun looks pale, 
Killing their fruit with frowns ? can fodden water, 
A drench for lur- teyn d jades, their barley-broth, 
Decoct their cold blood to ſuch valiant heat? 

And ſhall our quick blood, fpirited with wine, 
Seem froſty ? Oh, for honour of our land, 
Let us not hang like frozen icicles 


Sweat drops of gallant blood in our rich fields: 

Poor (we may = hams in their native lords. 
Dau. By faith and honour, 

Our madams mock at us, and plainly ſay, 

Our mettle is bred out: and they will give | 

Their bodies to the luſt of Engliſh youth, [ 

To new-ftore France with baſtard warriors. 


Baur, They bid us to the Englith dancing-ſchools, 


Cath. Le foot, & le conn? 0 Seigneur Dieu! ces font des mots 
mau vois, corruptibles & impudiquc s, & non pour les dime: d' honneur 
4er: je ne vaudrois prononcer ces mots devant les Seigneurs de France, | 
Pur teut le monde ! il. fant le fact, & le coun, neaut-mains Te re- | 
eiteray nue uvirefits ma lego: enſemble : d' hand, de fingre, de nayles | 
& arme, d cltsw, de neck. de ſiu. de foot, de coun. 
Alice. Ke cellent, Mad me 
Cath. 4ſt affez peur uae fois, allous nous en diſuer. 
8 2 E N E. Cc. 


* Shottox fignities any thing projefted': ſo we fay, a ſhitten-herring, 
for a herring that hath caſt its ſpawn. So a9:k-ſbetten iſle is an ifle 
that thouts out into capes, promontories, and necks * the vas 
ry figure of rea Britain, 


LExeunt. 


284 King Henry V. Ad 177. 
And teach lavalta / high, and ſwift curranto'7; 
Saying, our grace is only in our heels; 
And that we are moſt lofty run-aways. 
= W 
1 Let him greet England with our ſharp defiance. 
3 Up, princes, and with ſpirit of honour edg d, 
2 Yet ſharper than your ſwords, hie to the field ! 
q Charles Delabreth, High Conſtable of France ; 
4 You, Dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berry, 
43 Alanſon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy, | 
Jaques Chatillion, Rambures, Vaudemont, 
Beaumont, Grandpree, Rouſſie, and Faul 
Loys, L'Eſtraile, Bouciqualt, and Charaloys, 
High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and Knights; 
For your great feats now quit you of great ſhames: 
Bar Harry England, that ſweeps through our land 
With penons painted in the blood of Harileur : 
Ruſh on his hoſt, as doth the melted ſnow 
3 Upon the vallies ; whoſe low vaſfal feat 
7 The Alps doth ſpit and void his rheum upon. 
Go down upon him, (you have pow'r enough), 
And in a captive chariot into Roan 
Bring him our priſoner. 
Con. This becomes the great. 
1 Sorry am I his numbers are fo few, | 
4 His foldiers fick, and famiſh'd in their march : 
For, I am ſure, when he ſhall ſee our army, 
He Il drop his heart into the fink. of fear, 
And for atchievement offer us his ranſom. | | 
Fr. King. Therefore, Lord Conſtable, haſte on 
Mountjoy ; 
YZ And let him fay to England, that we fend 
= To know what willing ranſom he will give. 
. . 
Dau. Not fo, I do beſeech your Majeſty. 
Fr. King. Be patient, for you ſhall remain with us: 
Now forth, Lord Conftable, and Princes all; 
And quickly bring us word of England's fall. [Exeunt, 
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SCENE vn. The Engliſh canp. 


bridge? 
Flu. 1 aſfure you, there is very excellent ſervices com- 
mirted at the pridge. 
Gow. Is the Duke of Exeter ſafe? 
Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as Aga- 


| oft pow 
praifed and pleſſed, any hurt in the world; he is main- 
tain the pridge moſt valiantly, with excellent diſcipline. 
There is an Ancient-heutcnant there at the pridge, 
think, in my very conſcience, he is as valiant a man as 
Mark Antony, and he is a man of no eſtimation in me 
world, but I did fee him do gallant fervices. | 

Gow. What do you call him ? | 

Flu. He is call'd Ancient Piſtol. 185 

Cow. I know him not. 


Enter Piſtol. 


Fle. Here is the man. 

Piſt. Captain, I thee beſeech to do me favours : 
er Exeter doth love thee well. 

Flu 1. I praiſe God, and I have merited ſome love 
at his hands. 

Pit. Bardolph, a ſoldier firm and ſound of heart, 
And buxom valour, hath by cruel fate, 
SS 

3328 the 

upon rolling reſtleſs 

Flu, By your patience, Ancient Piſtol; Fortune is 
painted with a muffler pefore her eyes, to lignify to you 
that Fortune is plind; and the is painted alſo with a 
wheel, to ſignify to you, which is the moral of it, that 
the is turning and inconſtant, and mutabilities and vari- 
ations; and her four, look you, is fixed upon hy 
ical one, which row, and tomb, uf wot th 
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good truth, the poet makes a moſt excellent deſeriptios 


of it : Fortune is an excellent moral. 

Pift. Fortune is Bardolph's foe, and frowns on him; 
* for he hath ſtoln a par, and hanged muſt a be ; 
damned death! 

Let gallows gape for dog, mg 

And let not hemp his wind- 
1er 

For pax of little price. Therefore, go ſpeak, 

The Duke will hear thy voice 

And let not Bardolph's vital thread be cut 
88 penny - cord, and vile reproach. 
1 
Fla. = Piftol, I do partly underitand your 


executions ; for difciplines ought to be uſed. 

Pift. Die and be damn d, and fgo for thy friendſhip ! 
Fl. It is well. 

Pi. The fig of Spain ——— _ CExze. Piſt. 
Flu. Very good. 
Gow. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit raſcal, I re- 
member him now; a bawd, a cut-purſe. 

Fla. Fill affare 1 you, he utter'd as prave words at the 
pridge, as you ſhall fee in a ſummer's day: but it is 


very well; what he has ſpoke to me, that is well, I 


warrant you, when time is ferve. 


Gow. Why, *tis a gull, a fool, a rogue, that now and 


then goes to the wars, to grace himfelt at his return in- 


to Landon, under the form of a ſoldier. ** Such fellows 


* are perfect in the great commanders” names, and they 
- — ms tor ne —— — ar 
** fuch and ſuch a ſconce, at ſuch a breach, at fach a 
* convoy; Who came off bravely, who was ſhot, WhO 
« diſgrac'd, what terms the enemy ſtood on: and this 
* they con perfectly in the phraſe of war, which they 


® This is conformable to hiſtory; a ſoldier (Hall tells us, Henry V. 
gear 3 fal. 24.) being hany'd at this time tur ſuch a fact. bir Pepe. 
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Sc. 8. King Henry V. 287 
trick up with new- turned oaths: and what a beard 
« of the General's cut, and a horrid ſute of the 
« will do among foaming bottles and ale-wafſh'd wits, is 
« wonderful to he thought on! But you muſt hw 
know ſuch flanders of the age, or elſe you may be mar- 
vellouſly miltook. 

Flu. "I tell you what, Captain Gower, I do perceive 
he is not the man that he would gladly make ſhew to 
% werld bs is. if © ed © tale ho tis anne, 3 wil tell 
him my mind. Hear you, the King is coming, and 
I muſt ſpeak with him from the pridge. 


SCENE VI 


Drum and colours. Enter the King and his poor ſoldiers. 
Flu. God pleſs your Majeſty. 


K. Henry. How now, Flucllen, cam ſt thou from 
the bridge ? | 

Flu. l. ſo pleaſe your Majeſty. The Duke of Exeter 
has very gallantly maintain'd the pridge ; the French is 
gone off, look you, and there is gallant and moſt prave 
paſſages ; marry, th' adverſary was have poſſeſſion of 
the pridge, but he is enforced to retire, and the Duke 
of Exeter is maſter of the pridge. I can tell your Ma- 
jeity, the Duke is a prave man. 

K. Henry. What men have you loft, Fluellen ? 

Flu. The perdition of th' x vows hath been very 
great, very reaſonable great; marry, for my part, I 
think, the Dake hath loſt never a man but one that is 
like to be executed for robbing a church; one Bardolph, 
if your Majefty know the man. His face is all babukles, 
and whelks, and knobs, and flames of fire ; and his lips 
plows at his noſe, and is is kke a coal of fire; ſome- 
times plue, and ſometimes red; hes his nefe is exe- 
cuted, and his fire's out. 

X. Henry. We would have ſuch offenders fo cut off; 
And give expreſs charge, that in all our march 
There mall be nuthing taken from the villages, 
But ſhall be paid for; 0 ow French egtrented, 
Or yet abuſed in language. 
When lenity and cruelty Play for kingdoms, 
The gentler gameſter is the ſooneſt winner, 


Tucket ſounds. hw hw 
Aunt. You know me by my habit. 
K. Henry. Well then, I know thee; what ſhall 1 
know of thee ? 
Aunt. My maſter's mind. 
A. Henry. Unfold it. 


A Say thou to Harry Eng- 


Although we ſeemed dead, we did but : 
Advantage is a better foldier than raſhnefs. 
Tell him, we could at Harfleur have rebuk'd him; 
But that we thoughr not good to bruiſe an injury, 
. hl reeme 
1th voice * 
His folly, ſee — * 
Our ſuff rance. n to conſider, 


What muſt the ranſom be, which muſt 
The loſſes we have borne, the ſubjects we 
Have loſt, and the diſgrace we have 


e —_— 


Se * ed e © 


4 My King and maſter ; and ſo much my office. 

4 K. Henry. What is thy name ? I know thy quality. 
3 Mount. Mountjoy. 

D Turn thee 25 


And tell thy King, 1 do not ſeek him now ; ( 
But could be willing to march on to Calais W 
Without i 1 5 hwy J 
e „ * 
My people are with ſickneſs much enfeebled, 

My numbers lefſen'd ; and thoſe few I have, 


Almoſt no better man fo many French; 


. 


c. 9. King Henry V. 289 
Who, when they were in health, I tel? rhee, herald, 
F thought, upon one pair of Engliſh legs, 
Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgire me, God, 
„ That I do brag thus: this your air of France N 
«© Hath blown that vice in me; I muſt repent. 
Go, therefore, tell thy males. here I am; 
My ranſom is this frail and worthleſs trunk; 
My army but a weak and fickly guard: 
Yer, God before, tell him we will come on, 
Though France himfelf, and ſuch another neighbour, 
Stand in our way. There's for thy labour, Mountjoy, 
Go, bid thy maſter well adviſe himſelf : 
If we may paſs, we wilt; if we be hinder'd, 
We thall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Difcolcur ; and fo, Mountjoy, fare you well. | 
The fom of all our anſwer is but this: 
We would not ſeek a battle as we are; 
Yet, as we are, we ſay we will not ſhun it: 
So tell your maſter. 
Mount, 1 ſhall deliver fo: thanks to your Hioknels. | 
Exit. 
GG 


X. Henry. We are in God's hand, brother, not in 
theirs: 


March to the bridge; it now draws toward night; 
Beyond the river we UE incamp ourſelves ; 


And on to-morrow bid them march away, [Excant. 
CCR WK MW. 4 
The Freach camp near Agincourt. 


Enter the 83888 of France, the Lord Rambures, Or- 
leans, Dauphin, with others. 
Con. Tut, 1 have the beſt armour of the world, 
Vould it were day! 
Orl. You have an excellent armour ; ; but let my horſe 
have his due. 
* HaJFs chronicle, fil. 14. Henry V. vear 2. 


+ This ſcene is ſhorter, and I think better, in the $4 POR 
of 160 and 1688. But as the enlargements appear to be the au- 
thor's own. I would not omit them; but have, for the reader's cu- 


rioſity, marked them with ſmall comas, dir Pepe, 
B b 


V or. IV. 


* 


and began thus, Wonder of nature 
Ori. I have heard a ſonnet begin ſo to one's miſtreſs. 
Dan. Then did they imitate that which I compos'd 
to my courſer; for my horſe is my miſtreſs. 
* Orl. Your miſtreſs bears well. | 
ere I ſuppoſe. ſome fucliſh poem of our author's time is ridi- 
euled; which indeed partly appears from the anfwer. Mr N ar bur tan. 


. p. on 


* have my horſe to my miſtreſs. 


© Con. I had as lieve have my miſtreſs a jade. 
* Dau. — 552 


| © own hair. | 

* Con. I could make as truc a boaſt as that, if I had 
a ſow to my miſtreſs. 

Dau. Lechien eft retourne d ſon prapre vomiſſament, 
* & la truie lacte au bourbier ; thou mak'ſt uſe of any 
© thi 

Can. Yet do I not uſe my korſe for my miftreſs; cr 


2 
4 


* Ram. M 
* in your tent 
* Con. Stars, 
* Dau. Some 
* Con. And yet my fky 
* Dau. That may be, 
| * ouſly; and 


J 


N 
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Con. You muſt firſt go yourſelf to hazard ere you have 
them, 
Daz, "Tis midnight, I'll go arm myſelf. [Ex:, 
_ Grl, The Dauphin longs for morning. 
Ram, He longs to eat the Engliſh. 
Cen. I think ke will eat all he kills. 
. * Crl. By the white hand of my Lady, he's a gallane 
6 Prince. 
Con. Swear by her foot, that ſhe may tread out the 
* cath. 
Grl. He is ſimply the moſt active gentleman of France, 
Con. Doing is activity, and he will ftill be doing. 
Grl. He ncver did harm that I heard or. 
Can. Nor will do none to-morrow : he will keey that 
name ſtill. 
Crl. I know him to be valiant. 
Can. I was told that by one that knows him better 


than you. 


Orl. What's he? 
Con. Marry, de told me fo künſclf, and he faid he 
eur d not vrho knew it 


SCENE X. Enter a Meſenger. 


Meß. My Lord High Conſtable, the Engliſh lie with- 
in fifteen hundred paces of your tents. 
Can. Wha hath meaſur'd the ground? 
Maß. The Lord Grandpree. 
Con. A vallant and moſt expert gentleman. Would 


it were day! Alas, poor Harry of England! he longs 
ann 


* ho knew it. 

* Or. He needs net it is no hid den virtue in him. 

* Con. By my faith. ir but it is; never any body faw it, but his 
* hequey; tis 2 hooded valour, and when it appears, it will bate. 

Orl, IM will never ſaid well. 

Con. I will cap that proverb with, II ere is flattery in frieudſbip. 

Ol. And I will take up that with Give the devil lis due. 

co. Well ph:e'@; there ſtands your friend fr the devil; have at 
the very eye of that proverb with, 4 pox 6 the ie: 31. 


rl. — AERTERY how much a fect's is 
fecn ſbot 


Cen. You have ſhot over. 
Crl "Tis not the firit time you were over-ſhot. 
SCENE, Ca 


88 83833228 — 


| he 


run away. 


Ort. That they lack ; for if their heads had any in- 
tellectual armour, they could never wear fuch heavy 


apples. You may as well ſay, that's a valiant 
flea that dares eat his breakfaſt on the lip of a lion. 


Orl. Tia two e clock; but (let me fee) by ten, 
We hall have each a hundred Engliſhmen. [ Exeunt. 


ACT Iv. 


conjecture of a time, . 
When ing murmur, and the poring dark, 
6 From camp to camp, through the foul womb of night, 


* 'The hum of either army ftilly ſounds, 
That the fix'd centinels almoſt receive | 
* The ſecret whiſpers of each other's watch. 
Fre anſwers fire; and through their paly flames 
Each battle fees the other's umber'd + face. 

__ ©® Univerſe, for borizon.. | 


| 4 Unter'dos unbred, ia termi blzzoney, and Ggnifcs fab, 
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*+ Steed threatens ſteed, in high and boaitful neighs 
«« Piercing the night's dull ear; and from the tents, 

The armourers accompliſhing the nights, 

« With buſy hammers John; rivets up, 

* Give dreadful note preparation 

„The country-cocks do crow, the clocks do toll: 

And, (the third hour of drowſy morning nem d), 

Prou.t of their numbers and fecure in foul, 

Tue confident and over-lafty French 

Do the low- rated Englith play at dice *; 

n 2 Night, 


g — A and their geſture 64. 
by | Inv ſt in lank-lean checks and war- worn caats, 
n Freſer ted them unto the gazing moon 
7 ** So many horrid ghoſts, Who now beholds 
* „The Royal Captain of this ruin d band 
| * Waking from watch to watch, from tent to tent, 
Lat him cry, Praiſe and glory on his head! 

| Fer fond he ame, and vites all div tu 

1 Bids them good morrow with a modeſt ſmile, 

ow And calls them brothers, friends, and countryracs. 
1 Upon his royal face there is no note, 

* How dread an army hath inrounded him; 

= Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 
% Unto the weary and all-watched night: 
1 F ut freſhly looks and over -bears attaint, 
* Wich chearful ſemblance and fweer majeſty; 
1 "That ev'ry wretch, pin'ng and pale before, 
# Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks. 
F A largeſs univerſal, like the tun, | 
Flis 15 ral eye doth give to ev'ry one, 
2 Thrwing cold fear. Then, mean and gentle, 1 
| Behold (as may unworthineſs define) 

A little teuch of Harry in the night, 

And fo our ſcene maſt to the battle fly : 

Where, O for pity! we ſhall much difgrace, 
With four or five mott vile and ragged foi's, 


® 0 — 
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(Right ill diſpos d, in brawl ridiculous), 

The name of Agincourt. Let fit and fee, | 
Minding true things by what their mock'ries be. [ Evi. 


SCENE Il. The Engliſh camp at 4gincourt. 
Enter King Henry, Bedford, and Glouceſter. 
X. Henry. Glou' ſter, dis true that we are in great 

danger; 

The greater therefore ſhould our courage be. 

God Almighty! 

„ There is ſome foul ® of goodneſs in things evil, 

„% Would men obſervingly diſtil it out. 

For our bad neighbour makes us early ſtirrers; 

Which is both healthful, and good huſbindry. 

"Beſides, Araderoooyt we 1b nog 

And preachers to us all ; admoniſhing, 

That we ſhould 'drefs + us fairly for our end. 

Thus may we gather honey from the weed, 


And make a moral of the devil himſclf. 


Enter Erpingham. 
Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpi pingham z 
A good ſoft pillow for that good white head 
Were better than a churliſh turf of France. 
Erping. Not fo, my Liege; this lodging likes me 
Steen | tow tom. iow ths if ke © is. better; 
K. Henry. 'Tis good for men to love their preſent paia 
Upon example; ſo the ſpirit is eaſed: 
And when the mind is quicken'd, out of 
The organs, though defunct and dzad before, 
Break up their aged grave, and newly move 
With cafted flough and freſh celerity. 
Lend me thy cloak, Sir Thomas: brothers both, 
Commend me to the princes in our camp. 
Do my good morrow to them, 2 
Deſire them all to my pavilion. 
Glou. We ſhall, my Liege. 
Erping. Shall I attend your Grace? 
K. Henry. No, my good Knighr; 
Seu. for ſpirit. | | 
i, e. addreis. 


Ering. — — 

xeunt, 

. Henry. God-a-mercy, old heart, thou ſpeak'ſt 
chearfully 


SCENE IM. Emer Piſtol. 


Pift. Qui va la? 

X. Henry. A friend. 

Pift. Diſcuſs unto me, art thou officer, 
Or art thou baſe, common, and popular? 


ny | 
I love the lovely bully. What's thy name ? 

K. Henry. Harry le Ray. 

Pift. Le by! a Corniſh mz > Gs of Cri 


K. Henry. 1 

Pift. Know'ſt thou Fluellen ? 

K. Henry. Yes. 

Pi. Tell him, 1 Uu knock his leck about his pate 
Upon St David's day. 
. Henry. Do not you wear your dagger in your cap 
eden. bl dodents Qeredors your. 

Piſs. Art thou his friend ? 

. Henry. And his kinſman too. 

Pit. "She Rip for thor diem b—— 

E. Henry. I thank you. God be with you. 


Pif. My name is P:ftol call'd. Ces. 
L. Henry. It forts well with your ſierceneſs. 
[ Manet K. Henry. 


en ww Ra #& 
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Euter Fluellen, aud Gower, ſeverall;. 


Gor, Captain Fluetfen,— 
Flu. Sog in the name of Cheſhn Chriſt, ſpeak fewer, 
Id is the greateſt admiration in the univerfal world, when 
the true and auntient prerogatifes and laws of the wars 
is not kept. If you would take the pains but to examine 
the wars of Pompey the Great, you ſhall find, I warrant 
you, that there is no riddle taddle, nor pibble pabble, 
in Pompey's camp. I warrant you, you thall find the- 
ceremonies of the wars, and the cares of it, and the 


forms of it, and the fobcietics of it, and the modeity of 
it, ts be mi 


Cow. Why, the enemy is loud, you hear him all 
mokr. 

T5 If the enemy is an aſs and a fool, and a prating 
coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we ſhould alſo, 
look you, be an afs and a fool, and a prating cox- 
comb, in your own conſcience now? 

Gow. IL will ſpeak lower. 

Flu. I pray you, and beſeech you, that you will. 

[ Exeunt. 

K. Henry. Though it appear a little out of faſhion, 


There is much care and valour in this Welchman. 


SCENE Iv. 


Enter three foldiers, John Bates, Alexander Court, and 


Michael Williams. 


Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the morning 
which breaks yonder ? 


Bates. | think it be; but we have no great cauſe to 


| deſire the approach of day. 


Will. We fee yonder the beginning of the day; but 


I think we ſhall vever ſee the end of it. Who goes 
there ? 


K. Henry. A friend. 
ill. Under what captain ferve you 
K. Henry. Under Sir Thomas Erpi ) 


Will. A good old commander, and a moſt kind 
tleman. I pray you, 6 


298 King Henry V. Act rv. 
. Henry. Even as men wreck'd upon a fand, that 
look to be waſh'd off the next tide. 
Bates. He hath not tuld his thought to the King ? 
X. Henry. No; nor is it meet he ſhould : for 
I ſpeak it to you, I think the King is but a man as I 
am. * The violet ſmells to him as it dath to me; the 
% element ſhews to him as it doth to me; all his ſenſes 
* have but human conditions. His ceremonies laid by, 
* in his nakedneſs he appears but a man; and tho” his 
* affections are higher mounted than ours, yet when 
% they ſtoop, they ſtoop with the like wing: therefore, 
* when he ſees reaſon of fears as we do, his fears, out 


«© of doubt, be of the ſame relih as ours are: yet in 


reaſon no man ſhould poſſeſs him with any appearance 
of fear, left he, by ſhewiag it, ſhould diihearten his 
army. 

Bates. ** He may ſhew what outward courage he 
c will: but I believe, as cold a night as tis, he could 
„ wiſh himſelf in the Thames up to the neck, and fo 
* I would he were, and I by hin at all adventures, fo 
% we were quit here.“ 


K. Henry. By my troth, I will ſpeak my conſcience 


of the King, I think he would not wiſh himſelf any 


where but where he is. 


Bates. Then would he were here alone; fo ſhould he 


Bates. 2 or more than we ſhou'd ſeek after; 
| if we know we are the King's fu 
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* dying fo, death is to him advantage ; or not dying, 
the time was bleſſedly loft, whercin ſuch preparation 
* was gained : and, in him that eſcapes, it were not 
« fin to think, that making Cod fo free an offer, he lat 
< him outlive that day to fee his greatneſs, and to teach 
& others how they ſhould prepare. 

Will. "Tis certain, every man that dies ill, the ill i; 
upon his ow! head; the King is not to anſwer for it. 

Bates. I do not defire he ſhould anſwer for me, and 
yet I determine to fight luſtily for him. 

K. Henry. I myſelf heard the King fay, he would 
not be ranſom'd. 

Will. Ay, he faid fo, to make us fight chearfully; 
but when our throats are cut, he may be ranſom'd, and 
we ne'er the wiſer. 

K. Henry, If I live to fee it, I will never truſt his 
word after. 

IWill. You pay him then; that's a perilous ſhot out 
of an elder- gun, that a poor and private diſpleaſure can 


do againft a monarch ! you may as weil go about to 


turn the fan to ice, with fanning in his face with a 
cock's feather. You'll never trutt his word after ! Dime, 
tis a fooliſh faying. 

X. Henry. Your reproof is ſomething too round. [I 
ſhouid be angry with you, if the time were convenient. 
Will. Let it be a quarrel between us, if you live, 

XK. Henry. I embrace it. 
Mil. How ihall I know thee again 
K. Henry. Give me any gage of = and I will wear 
it in my bonnet: then if ever thou dar'ſt acknowledge 
it, I will make it my quarrel. 
ill. Here's my glove; gire me another of thine. 
K. Henry. There. 
Will. This will I alſo wear in my cap; if ever thou 
come to me and fav, after to-morrow, This is my glove; 
by this hand, I will give thee a box onthe car. 
K. Henry. If ever I hive ta ſec i it, I will challenge it. 
Will. Thou dar'ſt as well be hang'd. 
P. Henry. Wel, I will do it, — I take thee in 
the King's company, 
Vill. Keep thy word : : fare thee well, 
| Bates. Be Hicuds, you Engliſk fooks, be friends; we 
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have French quarrels enow, if you eculd tell how to 
reckon, [Exenrt ſaldiert. 


SCENE V. Manet King Henry.“ 

X. Henry. Upon the King ! let us our lives, our fouls, 
Our debts, our careful wives, cur children and 
Gur fins, lay on the King; be mult bear all. 
O hard condition, and twin-born with greatneſs, 
Subject to breath of ev'ry fool, whoſe ſenſe 
No more can feel but his own wringing. 
What infinite heart-eaſe muſt Kings neglect, 
That private men enjoy; and what have Kings, 
That private have not too, fave ceremony ? 
Save gen'ral ceremony 
+ And what art thou, thou idol Ceremony? 
What kind of god art thou, that ſuffer'ft more 
„Of mortal griefs, than do thy worſhippers ? 
What are thy rents? «bat are thy comings-in? 
* O Ceremoay, ſhew me but thy worth: 
What is thy toll, O Adoration ? 
Art thou aught elſe but peace, degree, and _ 
« Creating awe and fear in other men ? 
* Whereis thou art Jeſs happy, being fear d, 
Than they in fearing. 
What drink 'ſt thou oft, inſtead of homage ſweet, 
But poiſon d flatt'ry ? O be fick, great Gt, 
and bid thy Ceremony give these cure. 
Think | thou, the fiery fever will go out 
With titles blown from adulation? 
Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 
* Can't thou, when thou command” i the beggar's knee, 
* Command the health of it ? No, thou proud dream, 
That play'ſt fo fubtly with a King's © | 
I am a King, that find thee; and I know, 
„ 'Tis not the balm, the fceptre, and the ball, 
„The ſword, the mace, the crown imperial, 
Je enter- tiſſued robe of gold and pearl, 

0 Ki g Henry. 

K. Heury. Indeed, the French may lay twenty French crowns to 

tue. they will beat us; for they bear the n on their ſhoullers : but 
it is bo Fngliſh treaſon to cut French crowns, and to- motro the 


ling himſelf will be a clipper. 
vpn the King! 


Ver. IV. C8 


FOLIO 
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. With profitable labour to hi 
* And (but for cer ) fuch 


"0 


SCENE VI. Eater Erpingham. 
Erp. My Lord, your Nobles, jealous of your abſence, 


\ f 
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Seek through your camp to find you. 
KX. Henry. Good old Km 
Collect them all together at my tent: 
I'll be before thee. + 
Exp. I ſhall do't, my Lord. [Extt. ( 
X. Henry. O God of battles! ſteel my ſoldiers“ ] 
hearts; | 
Poſſeſs them not with fear; take from them now 
The ſenſe of reck'ning : left th* oppoſed numbers 
Pluck their hearts from them. Not to-day, O Lord, 
O not to-day, think not upon the fault 

My father made in compaſſing the crown. 

I Richard's dy have interred new, 

And on it have beſtow'd more contrite tears, 

*Fhan from it ifſu'd forced drops of blood. 

Fire hundred pocr I have in yearly pay, N 
Who twice a-day their wither'd hands hold up 0 


Sc. 7. King Henry V. 
Tow'rd heav'n to pardon blood; and 1 
Two chauntries, where the fad and folema prieſts 
Sing ſtill for Richard's foul. More will I do 
Tough all that I can do, is nothing worth, 
Since that my penitence comes after call, 


ol 
» 


Enter Glouceſter. 
Clan. My Liege. 
AK. Henry. My brother Glo' ſter's voice ? 
I know thy errand, I will go with thee : 
The day, my friends, and all things ſtay for me. 
| [Exeunt, 


SCENE VII. Changes to the French camp. 
Enter the Dauphin, Orleans, Rambures, and Beaumont. 
Orl. The ſun doth gild our armour ; up, my Lords“. 
Can. To horſe ! you gallant Princes ! ſtrait to hork: * | 
Do but behold yon poor and ſtarved band, 43 
And your fair ſhew ſhall fuck away their ſouls ; | 
n | 


re is not 
Scarce blood 
„ To give each 


5 | ic} rage: . 
Kam. What, will you have them weep our horſes” blood! 
— How ſhall we then behold their natural tears ? 


=> 
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That our French gallants ſhall to-day draw out, 

And ſheath for lack of ſport. Let — — 
Fae vapour of our valour will o'erturn them. 

"Tis politive gainſt all exception, Lords, 

That our ſuperſluous lacqueys and our pcaſants, 

Who in unneccilary action ſwarm 

About our ſquares of battle, were enow 

To purge this field of ſuch a bilding foe ; 

Though we, upon this mountain's baſis by, 

Took Rand for idle ſpeculation: 

But that our honours muſt not. What's to ſay ? 

A very little, little, let us do; 

And all is dove. Then let the trumpets found 

The tucket-ſonxance, and the note to mount: 

For our approach fhall fo much dare the field, 

That — hall couch down in fear, and yield. 


oy Grandpree. 


Grand. Why do you ſtay ſo long, my Lords of France ? 
© Yon —— 4 rate of their bones, 


And fainely through a ruſty bever peeps. 

The — ſit fe fixed candleſticks, 

With torch · ſtares in their hand; and their pcor jades 
Lob down their heads, dropping the hide and hips: 
The gum down-roping frora their pale dead eyes; 

* And in their pale dull mouths the jyraokd bitt 


Lies foul with chaw'd gra's, fill and motionleſs : 


Ard their executors, the knavifh crows, 
Fly o'er them, all impatient fer their hour. 
Deſcription cannot ſuit itſelf in words, 

To demonitrate the life of fach a barrle, 


In life to liveleſs as it ſhews itfelf. 


Cas. They've faid their prayers, and they flay for 
death. 
Dau. Shall we go ſend them dinners and freſh ſuites, 
And give their faſting horſes provender, 


And, * foht with them! 


* I ſtay but for my guard: os, 19 the 8.4; 


>" 


Ur ZWwOnd dr = rye 


br) Ov 


* w 


305 


I will the banner from a trumpet take, . 
And uſe it for my haſte. Come, come, . ]⅛ni! 
The fun is high, and we outwear the day. [Exeunt. 


SCENE vm. The Engliſh camp. 
Enter Glouceſter, Bedford, Exeter, Erpingham, «vith 
all the hoſt ; Saliſbury, and Weſtmorland. 
Glou. Where is the King? 
Bed. The Kiag himſelf is rode to view their battle. 
s. — 


Exe. There's five to one; beſides, they all are freſh. 
Sal. God's arm ſtrike with us, 'tis a fearful odds ! 


Exe. [Ts Sal.] Farewel, kind Lord; fohe valiancly 


And yet | do thee wrong to mind thee of it, [to-day = 


For thou art fram'd of the firm truth of valour. 
[ Exit Sal. 
Bed. He is as full of valour as of kindneſs; 
Princely is both. 


Enter King Henry, 

1750. O chat we now had here 
But one tem thoukad H. 
That do no work to-day ! 

K. Henry. What 's he that wiſhes fo? 
My couſin Weſtmorland ? No, my fair couſin, 
o 6x 6 ne we. we are enow 
To do our country loſs; and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater ſhace of honour. 
God's will? I pray thee with not one man more.. 
By Jove, I am not covetous of gold; 
Nor care I who doth feed upon my coſt; 
It yerns me not if men my garments wear; 
Suck outward things dell vor in my defies 

© 3 


” 4 C 
No, faith, ae Lend, wiſh not a man from England: 
God's peace, I would not loſe ſo great an honour, 

As one man more, methinks, would ſhare from me, 


Rather proclaim it (Weſtmorland) through my hoft, 
That he which hath no ſtomach to this fight, 

Let him depart ; his paſſport ſhall be made, 

And crowns for convoy put into his purſe : 

We would not die in that man's company, 

That fears his fellowſhip to die wit! us. 

This day is call'd the feaſt of Criſpian: 

He that outlives this day, and comes fafe home, 
Will ſtand a tip-toe when this day is nam d, 

And roufe him at the name of Crifpian : 

** He that outlives this day, and fees old age, 
2 


* Bus they” ll * with —— 
What feats they did that day. Then ſhall our names, 
Familiar in their mouth as houſhold-words, 
« Harry the King, Bedford, and Exeter, 
Warwick and Talbot, Saliſbury and Glo o' ſter, 
He in their flowing cups freſhly remember d. 
This roy eld e 
And Criſpin Crifpian ſhall ne'er go by, 
From this day to the ending of the world. 
But we in it ſhall be remembered; 
We few, we happy few, we band of brothers : 
For he to-day that ſheds his blood with me, 
Shall be my brother; be he ne'er fo vile, 
This day ihall gentle his condition. 
And ———— in England, now a-bed, 
Shall thi think themſelves accurs'd they were not here; 
And hold their manhoods cheap, while any ſpeaks, 


That fought with us upon St Criſpian's day. 
Enter Laliſbury. 


Sal. My Sap reign Lord, beſtow yourſelf with ſpeed: 


ach .IwWnh OW) La AH \ 


XK. Henry. I pray thee, bear my former anſwer back. 
Bid them atchieve me, and then fell my bones. 


Sc. 9. King Henry V. 
The French are bravely in their battles ſet, 
And will with all expedience charge on us. 
X. Henry. All things are ready, if our minds be ſo. 
Weſt. Periſh the man whoſe mind is backward now! 
X. Henry. Thou doſt not wiſh more help from Eng- 
land, couſin ? | 
We:ft. God's will, my Liege, would you and I alone 
Without more help could fight this royal battle! 
K. Henry. Why, now thou haſt unwiſh'd five thouſand 
Which likes me better than to wiſh us one. [men: 
You know your places: God be with you all! 


397 


SCENE IX. AM tacket funds. Enter Mountjoy: 
Mount. Once more I come to know of thee, King 

If for thy raniom thou wilt now compound, [Harry, 

Before thy moſt aſſured overthrow : 

For certainly thou art fo ncar the gulph, 

Thou necds muſt be inglutted. Thus, in mercy, 

The Conſtable defires thee, thou wilt mind 

The followers of repentance ; that their fouls 

May make a peaceful and a ſweet retire = 

Frem off theſe fields; where, wretches, their poor bo- 

Mutt lie and feſter. [dies 
XK. Henry, Who hath ſent thee now ? - 
Naunt. The Conftable of France. 


Good God ! why ſhould they mock poor feilows thus ? 
The man that once did ſell the lion's fin 

While the beaſt liv'd, was kill'd with hunting hirn. 
And many of vur bodies ſhall, no doubt, 


L Find native graves 8 upon the which, 1 truſt, | 


Shall witneſs live in braſs of this day's work. 

And thoſe that leave their valiant bones in France, 
Dying like men, though buried in ycur dunghils, 
They ſhall be fam'd; for there the ſun ſhall greet them, 
And draw their honours reeking up to heav'n; 
Leaving their earthly parts to choke your clime, 

The ſmell whereof thall breed a plague in France ®, 


a plague in France. 


8833 | 
Nack chen a bounding valour in our Englith ; 
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Fr. Sol. Je penſe, que vt Pos be pentilba 5 
SE” gue vous eftes le gentilhamme de 
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Enter York. 
York. My Lord, moſt humbly on my knee I beg 
The leading of the vaward. 
K. Henry. Take it, brave York; now, ſoldiers, march 


. LExeunt. 
SCENE x. The feldof batthe. 


Alarm, Excurſions. Enter Piſtol, F renchſo/dier, and Bey. 
Pif. Yield, cur. - 


Killing in relapſe of mortality, 
Let me ſpeak proudly, Ge. | _ 


of 
tu 
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Piſt. Quality, cality—conftrue me, art thou a gen- 
tleman ? What is thy name? diſcuſs. 

Fr. Sol. 9 Seiznerr Dieu! 

Pi. O Siznicur Dewe thould be a gentleman +: 
Perpcad my words, O Signicur Dewe, and mark; 

O Signicur Dewe, thou dieſt on point of fox, 
Except, O Signicur, thou do give to me 
E gregious rautom. 

Fr. Sol. O, prennez miſericorde, area pitie de may. 

Pi. Moy ſhall not ferve ; I will have forty moys; 
or I will fetch thy ranſom out of thy throat, in drops of 
erimſon blood. 

Fr. Sol. Ex- il impoſſible 12 de tan 
bras ? 

Pit. Braſs, cur ? 

Thou damned and luxurious mountain-goat, offer ſt me 
braſs ? 

Fr. Sol. O pardonnez may. 

Pift. Say'ſt thou me fo? „ 
Come hither, boy; aſk me this ſlave in French, 
What is his name? 

Boy. Eſcoutez, comment eftes vous appelle ? 

Fr. Sol. Monfreur le Fer. 

Bay. He fays his name is Mr Fer. 

Pift. Mr Fer ! I'll fer him, b 
him: diſcuſs the ſame in French unto him. 

Boy. I do not know the French for fer, 2 
and fert. 

Pift. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat. 

Fr. Sol. Que dit-il, Monjicur ? 

Boy. Ine commande de vous dire que vous vous 
tenie a preft ; car ce foldat icy eft dijpose tout à cette 


beure de couper wſtre gorge. 
Fift. Owy, cuppclle gorge, parmatoy, peaſant, yr 


give me crowns, brave crowns : or mangle 
thou be by this my ſword. 

Fr. Sol. 9, je-vous ſupplie pour I amour de Dieu, me 
pardouner ; je ſuis gentilho,nme de bonne maiſon, gardez 
ma vie, & fe vous donneray deux cents eſcus. 

Pi. What are his words? 

Boy. He prays you to fave his life, W 
of a. good houſe, and for his ragſum he will give you 
two hundred crowns. 


$10 King Henry V. A oy, 
Pit. Tell him my fury ſhall abate, and I the crowns 
will take 


Fr. Sol. Petit Monfrenr, que dit-il ? 
Boy. Excore qu'il eff contre fon furement de par- 
4 donner aucun priſ.niier, neantmoins pour les efcus que 
4 vous P avez promettes, it eft content de vaus donner la 
libertie, le franc%iſrment. 

Fr. Sol. Sur mes genoux je vous donne mille remer- 
| eiemens, & je me eſtiue heareux qui je ſnis tome 
4 | entre les mains d un "Chevalier, je penſe, le plus * 
l valiant, & tres-eftime Si 4 Angleterre. 
1 Pift. Expound unto = how: _ 
| Boy. He gives you upon his knecs a thouſand thanks, 
and eftcems himſelf happy that he hath fall'n into the 
| hands of one, as he thinks, the moſt brave, valorous, 
and thrice-worthy Signicur of England. 

Pift. As I ſuck blood, I will ſome mercy ſhew. 
Follow me, cur. 

Boy. Sulden le grand capitain. [Ex. Piſt. and Fr. Sol. 
I did never know fs fall 4 voic —— from ſo empty a 
heart; but the ſaying is true, The empty velſel makes the 
. th old play; — 4. 
may pare his nails with a wooden dagger: 
rr if he durſt fical 
any thing advent rouſſy. I muſt tay with the lacqueys, : 
with the luggage of our camp; the French might have 
a good prey of us, if he knew of it; for there is none 
to guard it but boys. [Exit. 


SCENE XI. Another part of the field of battle. 


2 Dauphin, and _ 
Con. © diable! . 


Orl. 0 Signenr ! le perdu, tout perdu. 
Dau. Dan — 


= — — 
— — —— —— 
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= 


Serre 


6 miſchaate fortune Is not run away. 
Cen. Why, all our ranks are broke. 
Das. O perdurable ſhame ! let's ftab ourſelves : 
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play'd at dice for? 
Orl. bs this the King we ſent to for his ranſom ? 
Bour. Shame, and eternal ſhame, nothing but ſhame ! 
Let us die, inſtant :——once more back again; 
The man that will not follow Bourbon now, 
Let him go hence, and with his cap in hand 
Like a baſe pander hold the chamber-door, 
Whilft by a flave, no gentler than a dog, 
His faireſt daughter is contaminated. 
Con. Diforder that hath ſpoil'd us, friend us now ! 
Ler us on heaps go offer up our lives. 
Orl. We are enow, yet living in the field, 


If any and wits he tude conn. 
Bour. The devil take order now ! I'll to the throng ; 
— — LExeunt. 


S C E N E XII. 
Alarum. Enter the King and his train, with priſoners. 
K. Henry. Well have we done, thrice-valiant coun- 


trymen; 
But all's not done; the French yet keep the field. 
Exe. Thelkbeof Tork commands him to your Ma- 


Ea bees he, good uncle ? thrice within this 


o'er, 
Exe. In which array, brave ſoldier, doth he lie, 
plain; and by his bloody fide 
(Yoke-fcllow to his honour-owing wounds) 

+ The noble Earl of Suffolk alſo lies. 
Suffolk firſt dy'd ; and York, all over, 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay infteep'd, 
And takes him by the beard ; kiffes the gathes, 
That bloodily did yawn upon his face, 
And cries aloud, Tarry, my couſin Suffolk, 
My foul ſhall thine keep company to head n; 
Tarry, ſweet ſoul, 9 then ily a- breaſt; 
As in this glorious and well-foughten field 


We kept together in our chivalry. 


I faw him down; thrice up again, 


the 
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Upon theſe words I came, and cheer' d him up: 
He fmil'd me in the face, pave me his hand, 
And, with a feeble gripe, fays, Dear my Lord, 
Commend my fervice to my Sovereign ; 
So did he turn, and over Suffolk's neck 
He threw his wounded arm, and kifs'd his lips; 
And fo efpous'sd to death, with blood he ſeal d 
A teſtament of noble-ending love. 
The pretty and fweet manner of it forc'd 
Thoſe waters from me which I would have ſtopp'd; 
But I had not fo much of man in me, 
But all my mother came into mine eyes, 
And gave me up to tears, 

X. Henry. I blame you not; 
For, hearing this, I muit per ſorce com 
With miitful eyes, or they will iſſue too. [Alarum. 
Nut, hark, what new alarum is this fame ? 

The French have reinfare'd their ſcatter'd men: 
Then every ſoldier kill his priſoners. 
Give the word through. [Exeunt. 


S CT a NH MS 
Alarms continued; after which enter Fluellen and 


Gower. | | 

Flu. Kill the poys and the luggage! tis expreſsly a- 
gainſt the law of arms; *tis as arrant a piece of knavery, 
mark you now, as can be defir'd in your confcience 
now; is it not? | 

Cow. Tis certain, there's not a boy left alive; and 
the cowardly raſculs that ran away from the battle, 
ha” done this f:ughter : beſides, they have burn'd or 
carried away all that was in the King's tent; wherefore 
the King moft worthily has caus'd ev'ry ſoldier to cut 
his priſoner's threat. O tis a gallant King! 

Flu. I, be was porn at Mormcuth, Captain Cower ; 


what call you the town's name where Alexander the Pig 


Goa. Alexander the Creat, 


Flu. Why, T pray you, is not pic, great? the pig, 


or the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the mag- 
nanimous, ard all one reckcgings, fare the phraſe is a 
little variations. 


H 


. 
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Gow, I think Alexander the Great was born ia Ma- 
cedon; his father was called Fhilip of Macedon, as L 
take it. 

Flu. I think, it is in Macedon where Alexander is 
porn: I tell you, Captain, if you look in the maps of 
the orld, I warrant that you fall fad, in the compa- 
riſons between Macedon and Monmouth, that the fitua- 
tions, look you, is both alike, There is a river in 
-lacedon, there is allo moreover a rver in Monmouth: 
it is call'd Mie at Monmouth, but it is out of my prains 
what is the name of the other river; but it is all one, 
tis as like as my fingers to my fingers, and there is ſal- 
mons in both, If you mark Alexander's life well, 
Harry of Monmouth's life is come after it indifferent 
well ; for there is figures in all things. Alexander, God 
knows and you know, in his rages, aud his furics, and 
his wraths, and his cholers, and his moods, and bis 
alpleaſures, and his indignations; and alſo being a little 
intoxicates in his prains, did in his ales and his angers, 
lcok you, Kill his pcft friend Clytus. 

Cew. Our King is not like him in that, he never 
bud any of his friends. 

Flu. It is not well done, mark you now, to take the 


tales out of my mouth, ere it is made and finiſſi'd. TI 


ſreak but in figures, and compariſons of it; as Alexan- 
der Kkill'd his friend Clytus, being in his ales and his 
cups; ſo alſo Harry Monmouth, being i w his right wits 
and his good judgments, turn'd away the fat Knight with 
the great belly-coublet ; he was full of jeſts and gybes, 
and knaveries, and n I have forgot his name, 

Gow. Sir John Falſtaff. 

Flu. That is he: I tell you, there is good men porn 
at Monmouth. 


Gow. Here comes his Majeſty. 


TS CE HE IT, 


Alarum. Enter King Henry, with Bourbon -a eller 
priſoners ; Lords and Attendants. Flauriſh. 


XK. Henry. I was not angry ſince I came to France, 
Until this inftant. Take a trumpet, herald, 
Ride thou ano the hovſeacs on von hill: 

Vor. IV. "FS - 
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If they will fight with us, bid them come down, 

Or void the ficld ; they do offend our fight. 
II they I do neither, we will come to them; 
And make them fer away, as fwift as ſtoncs 
Inforced from the old Aſſyrian flings : 

Beſides, we'll cut the throats of thoſe we have; 
And not a man of them that we {hail take, 
Shall taſte our mercy. Go and tell them ſo. 


Enter Mountjoy. 


Exe. Here comes the kerald of the French, my Liege. 


lau. His cycs are humbler than they us'd to be. 
K. Heury. How now, what mcans their herald ? 
know'n}t thou not, 
That I have ſin'd theſe bones of mine for ranſum ? 
Com'ſ thou again for ranfom ? Ss 
Aunt, No, great King: 
I come to thee for charitable licence, 
Tlat we may wander o'er this bloody field, 
To book our dead, and then to bury them: 
To ſort cur nobles from our common men; 
For many of our princes (woe, the while !) 
Lie drown'd, and ſoak'd in mercenary hlood : 
So do our vulgar drench their peafant-limbs 
Ia blood of princes z while their wounded fteeds 
Fret fetlock decp in gore, and with wild rage 
Verk out their armed heels at their dead maiters, 
Killing them twice, O, give us leave, great King, 
To vizw the field in ſafety, and diſpoſe 
Of their dead bodies. „ 
K. Henry. I tell thee truly, herald, 
I know not if the day be ours or no; 
Far yet a many of your horſemen peer, 
Aud gallop o'er the field. 
Mount. The day is yours. 
K. HZeury. Praiſed be God, and not cur ſtrength, for 
What is this caſtle call'd, that ſtands hard by? [it 
Lunt. They call it Agiucourt. | 
K. Henry, Then call we this te field of Agincourt, 
Fought on the day of Criſpin Criſpianus. 


Flu. Your grandiather of famous memory, an't pleaſe 
ycur Majeſty, and your great uncle Edward the Black 
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Prince of Wales, as I have read in the chronicles, fought 
a moſt prave pattle here in France. 

X. Henry. They did, Fluellen. | 

Flu. Your Majeſty fays very true: if your Majefties 
is remember'd of it, the Welchmen did good fervice in 
a garden where leeks did grow, wearing leeks in their 
Monmouth caps, which your Majeſty knows to this hour 
is an honourable padge of the ſervice; and I do believe 
your Majeſty takes no ſcorn to wear the leek upon St 
Tavie's day. 

K. Henry. I wear it for a memorable honour ; 
For I am Welch, you know, good countryman, 

Flu. All the water in Wye cannot waſh your Maje- 
ſty's Welch plood out of your pody, I can tell you that; 
God pleſs and preſerve it, as long as it pleaſes his Grace 


and his Majeſty too. 


K. Henry. Thanks, goo my countryman. 
Flu. By Cheſhu, I am your Majeſty's countryman, I 


care not who know it: I will confeſs it to all the orld ; 


I need not to be aſhamed of your Majeſty, praiſed be 
God, ſo long as your Majeſty is an honeſt man. 
K. Henry. God keep me fo ! 


Enter Williams. 
Our heralds go with him : 
[Exeunt Heralds, with Mountjey. 
Bring me juſt notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. Call yonter fellow hither. 


S CHEM E 3X9, 
Exe. Soldier, you muſt come to the King. 
. Henry. Soldier, why wear ſt thou that glove in 
thy cap? | 
Will. An't pleaſe your Majeſty, tis the gage of one 
that I ſhould ebe withal, if he be alive. 
XK. Henry. An Engliſhman ? | 
Will. An't ger your Majeſty, a raſcal that fwag- 
ger'd with me laft night; who, ii alive, and if ever be 
dare to challenge this glove, I have fworn to take him 
a box o' th' ear; or if I can fee my glove ia his cap, 
which he ſwore as he was a ſoldier he would wear, ((f 
„ I will ſtrike it out 1 
- 
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K. Henry, What think you, Captain Fluellen, is it fir 
this ſoldier keep his outh ? 

Flu. tle is a craven and a villain elſe, an't pleaſe 
yeur Majeſty, in my conſcience. 

KX. Henry. It may be, his enemy is a gentleman of 
great fort, quite from the anſwer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as good a gentleman as the te- 
vil is, as Lucifer and Belzebub himſelf, it is neceſſary, 
look your Grace, that he keep his vow and his oath : 
if he be perjur'd, fee you now, his reputation is as ar- 
rant a villain and a jackſawce, as ever his black ſhoe 
_ upon God's ground and his earth, in my conſcience 

= 

X. Henry. Then keep thy vow, firrah, when thou 
me:t'it the fellow. 

Hill. So I will, my Liege, as I live. 

A. Henry, Who ſerr ſt thou under? 

Wilt. Under Captain Gower, my Liege. 

Flu. Gower is a good Captain, and is good know- 
K. Henry. Call him hither to me, foldier. 


were down together, I pluck' d this glove from his helm; 
if any man ch r 
and an enemy to our perſon; if thou encounter any 
ſuch, apprehend him if thou doſt love me. 
Flu. Your Grace does me as great honours as can be 
deſir d in the hearts of his ſubjects. I would fain fee 
the man that has but two legs that ſhall find him- 
ſelf agoriev'd at this glove ; that is all: but I would 


fain ſee it once, an” pleaſe God of his grace that I night 
lee 


Xx Henry. Know'ſt thou Gower ? 
Flu. He is my dear friend, an” pleaſe you. 
K. Henry. Pray thee go ſeek him, and bring him to 


my tent. | 
Flu. I will fetch him. [FExit. 
K. Herry. My Lord of Warwick, and my Urether 
Glo'ſter, 


Follow Flucllen cloſely at the heels. 


Will. I will, my Liege. = - "8 
K. Henry. Here, Fluellen, wear thou this favour for 
me, and ftick it in thy cap. When Alanſon and myſelf 


The glove which IT have given him for a favour, 
May, haply, purchaſe him a box o' th' ear. 


It is the foldier's; I by bargain ſhould 


Wear it myfelf. Follow, good couſin Warwick 2 
If that the ſoldier ſtrike him, as I judge 

By his blunt bearing he will keep his word, 

Some fudden miſchief may ariſe of it : 

For I do know Fluellen valiant, 7 

And, touch'd with choler, hot as gun-powder ; 
And quickly he'll return an injury. 

Follow ; and fee there be no harm between them. 


Come you with me, uncle of Exeter. [Exennt. 
Enter Gower and Williams. 


Will. 1 warrant it is to knight you, Captain. 
Enter Fluellen, | 
Flu. God's will and his pleafure, Captain, I peſeech 


you now come apace to the King: there is more 


toward you, peradventure, than is in your knowledge 
to dream of, i 
711. Sir, know you this glove ? | 
Flu. Know the glove? I know the glove is a glove. 
Mill. I know this, and thus I challenge it. 
| [ Strides bim. 

Flu. Sblud, an arrant traitor as any's in the univer- 
ſal orld, in France or in England. 

Cu. How now, Sir? you villam ! 

F/ill. Do you think Pl be foriworn ? 

Flu. Stand away, Captain Gower, I will give treaſon 
his payment into plows, I warrant you, 

Will. I am no traitor, 

Flu. That's a lye in thy throat. I charge you in his 
Majefty's name apprchend bim, ha's a friend of the 
Duke of Alanſon's. 

Enter Warwick azd Glouceſter. 


War. How now, how now, what's the matter? : 
Flu. My Lord of Warwick, here is, praifed be God 
for it, a moſt contagious wake come to ligkt, look 
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you, as you ſhall deſire in a ſummer's day. Here is 


Enter King Henry, and Exeter. 
X. Henry. How now, what's the matter? 
Flu. My Liege, here is a villain and a traitor, that, 


| Tok your Grace, has ſtruck the glove which your Ma- 
jy is take out of the helmet of Alanſon. 


Hill. My Liege, this was my glove, here is the fel- 
low of it; and he that I gave it to in change, promis d 


to wear it in his cap. I promis'd to ſtrike bim, if h- 


did. I met ths man with my glove in his cap, and 1 
have been as good as my word. 

Fia. Your Majeſty hear now, ſaving your Majeſty's 
manaood, what an arrant, raſcally, peggarly, lowſy 
knave it is. I hope your Majeſty is pear me teſtimonies, 
and witneſſes, and avouchments, that this is the glove 
of Alanſon that your Majeſty is give me, in your con- 
fcience now. 


K. Henry, Give me thy glove, ſoldier; lock, here is 
the fellow of it: twas me, indced, thou promifce'it 


to ſtrike. and thou haſt given me moſt bitter terms. 
Flu. An' pleaſe your Majeſty, let his neck anſwer for 
it, if there is any martial law in the orid. 
K. Henry. Row canſt thou make me ſatis faction? 


il. All offences, my Lord, come from the heart; | 
nerer came any from mine that might offend your Ma- 


ijeſly. | 
K. Henry, It wos ourſelf thou didit abuſe. 5 
ail. Your Majeity came not like yourſelf; you ap- 


pear d to me but as a common man; witneſs the night, 


your garments, your lowlineſs: and what your High- 
neſs ſufler' d under that ſhape, I beſeech you take it tor 
your fault, and not mine; for had you been as I took 
you for, I made no offence: therefore I befecch your 
Highneſs, pardon me. : 

K. Fenry. Here, uncle Exetes, fill this glove with 


And give it to this fellow. Keep it, fellow z [crowus, 


And wear it for an honour in thy cap, 


Till I do challenge it. Give him the crowns ; 
And, Captain, you mult needs be friends with him. 


#lu. By this day and this light, the fellow has mettie 
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enough in his pelly; hold, there is twelve pence for 
vou; and I pray you to ferve God, and keep you out 
of prawls and prabbles, and quarrels and diſſenſions, 
and, I warrant you, it is the petter for you. 

Nil | will none of your money. 

Flu. It is with a good will. I can tell you, it will 
ſerve you to mend your ſhoes; come, wherefore ſhould 
you be ſo paſhful ? your ſhoes is not fo good; tis a good = 
filling, I warrant you, or I will change it. 


SCENE XVII. Ester Herald. 

K. Heury. Now, herald, are the dead number'd ? 

Fer. Here is the number of the flaughter'd French. 

K. Henry. What priſoncis of good fort are taken, 

uncle ? 

Exe.“ Charles Duke of Orleans, nephew to the King; 
John Duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouchiqualt ; 
Of other lords, and barons, knights, and ſquires, 

Full fifteen hundred, beſides common men. 

R. Henry. This note doth tell me of ten thouſand 
Slain in the field; of princes in this number, [French 
Ard nubles bearing banners, there lie dead 
Cre hundred twenty-fix ; added to theſe, 


Of knights, efquires, and gallant gentlemen, 


Eight thouſand and four hundred; of the which, 
Five hundred were but yeſterday dubb'd knights : 
So that in theſe ten thoufand they have loft, 

T kere are but ſixteen hundred mercenaries. 
The reſt are princes, barons, lords, knights, *ſquires, 
And gentlemen of blocd and quality. 

The names of thoſe their nobles that lie dead, 

Charles Delabreth, High Conftable of France; 

Jaques of Chatilion, Admiral of France; 

The Maſter of the Crofs-bows, Lord Rambures; 
Great Maſter of France, the brave Sir Guichard Dauphin; 
John Duke of Alanſon; Anthony Duke of Brabant, 
The brother to the Duke of Burgundy ; 

And Edward Duke of Bar: of luſty Earls, 

Grandpree and Rouſſie, Faulconbridge and Foyes, 
Beaumont and Marle, Vaudemont and Leſtrale. 

Here was a royal fellowſhip of death! 8 


2 This lia is copied from Hall, Mr Page, 


Where ne'er from France arriv'd more happy men. 
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Where is the number of our Engliſh dead ? 
Exe. Edward the Duke of York, the Earl of Suffolk, 
Sir Richard Ketley, Davy Gam Eſquire ; 
None elfe of name; and of all other men, 
But five and twenty. | 
K. Henry. O God, thy arm was here ! 
And not to us, but to thy arm alone, 
Aſeribe we all. When, without ftratagem, 
But in plain ſhock and ev'n play of battle, 
Was exer known ſo great, and little loſs, 


On one part, and on th' other? Take it, God, 


For it is only thine. 
Exe. Tis wonderful! 


K. Henry. Come, go we in proceſſion to the village: 


And be it death proclaimed through our hoft, 
To boaſt of this, or take that praiſe from God, 
Which is his only. | 


Flu. Is it not lawful, an' pleaſe your Majeſty, to tell 


how many is kill'd? 
K. Henry. Yes, Captain, but with this acknowledg- 


Flu. Yes, my conſcience, he did us great good. 


The dead with charity inclos'd in clay ; 
And then to Calais, and to England then; 
[Exeunt, 
ACT Y CSEBNLE L 


I 7 Ouchſafe to thoſe that have not read the ſtory, 


That I may prompt them; and to ſuch as have, 
I humbly pray them to admit th' excuſe 1 
Of time, of numbers, and due courſe of things; 


Which cannot in their huge and proper life 


»The King (Gy the chroniclers) cauſedthe pſalm, In exitu Ira! 
de Fgypto, 


(in which, according to the vulgate is included the ptalm, 
nodis,, Dumiac, Ec. ), to be ſung after the yitory. div Pope. 
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Tow'rd Calais: grant him there; and there being ſeen, 
ave him away upon your winged thoughts 

A hwart the fea : behold, the Engliſh beach 

Pales in the flood with men, with wives and boys, 

Whoſe ſhouts and claps outvoice the deep- mouth d ſea 5 

Which, like a mighty whiffler fore the ] 

Seems to prepare his way; fo let him land, 

And folemnly fee him fet on to London. 

So ſwift a pace hath thought, that even no- 

You may imagine him ; Black-heath : 

Where that his lords defire him to have borne 

His bruiſed helmet, and his bended ſword, | 

Before him through the city; he forbids it; 

Being free from vainneſs and "ſelf-glorious pride ; 


_ Giving full trophy, ſignal, and oſtent, 


Quite from himſelf to God. But now behold, 

In the quick forge and working-houſe of thought, 

How London doth pour out her citizens. 

The Mayor and all his brethren in beſt ſort, 

Like to the ſenators of antique Rome, 

With the Plebeians ſwarming at their heels, 

Go forth, and fetch their conqu'ring Czfar in. 

As by a low, but loving likelihood *, 

Were now the General of our gracious Empreſs + 

(As in good time he ray) from Ireland coming, 
rebellion broached on his ſword ; 

How many would the peaceful city quit, 

To welcome him? much more (and much more cauſe) 

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him ; 

(As yet the lamentation of the French 

Invites the King of England's ſtay at home; 

Dome 2 — 

To order peace between them); and omit 

All the occurrences, — chord 

Till Harry's back return again to France: 

There muſt we bring him; and myſelf have play'd 

The int'rim, by rememb'ring you tis paſt. 

Then brook abridgment, and your eyes advance 

After your thoughts, ſtraight 29 


» Litelih:ed, for fmilitude. 
* The Earl of Eller in the reign of Q. Elifabcth. Mr Pope, 
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SCENE H. The Exgliſb camp in France, 
Euter Fluellen aud Gower, 


Cu. Nay, that's right: but why wear you your 
eek to-day ? St David's day is 


Flu. There is occaſions and cauſes why and where- 


fore in all things. I will tell you as a friend, Captain 
Gower ; the raſcally, ſcauld, peggarly, lowſy, prag- 
ging knave, Piſtol, which you, and yourſelf, and all the 
orld, know to be no petter than a fellow (look you 
now) of no merits ; he is come to me, and prings me 
rer Hark you. and bids me eat my 

It was in a place where I could preed no con- 
tentions with him; but I will be fo pold as to wear it 


in my cap, till I fee him once again; and then I will 


tell him a little piece of my deſires. 
| Enter Piſtol. | 
he comes fwelling like a turky- 


Cow. Why, here 


Flu "Tis no matter for his ſwelling, nor his turky- 


Pi. Not for C ader and all his goats. 

Flu. There is one goat for you. [Strikes bim. 
Will you be fo good, feauld knave, as cat it? 

Pift. Baſe Trojan, thou ſhalt die. | 

Flu. You fay very true, ſcauld knave, when God's 
will is. I defire you to live in the mean time, and eat 
your victuals; come, there is ſauce for it— [ Strite: 
bim. ] You call'd me yeſterday Mountain-Squire, but I 
will make you to-day a Squire of low degree. I pray 
you, fall too; if you can mock a leek, you can eat a leck. 


) 
| 
| 
1 
| 
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G:w. Enough, Captain; you have aſtoniſſi'd him. 
Flu. I fay, I will make him eat ſome part of my leck, 
or I will peat his pate, four days and four nights, Pite, 
I pray you; it is good for your green wound and your 
ploody coxcomb. 
Pit. Mutt | bite? 
Flu. Yes out of doubt, and out of queſtions too, and 
ambiguities. | 
Fi. By this leek, I will moſt horribly revenge; I 
eat and ſwear | 5 
Flu. Eat, I pray you; will you have ſome more ſauce 
to your leck ? there is not leck enough to fwear by. 
Pin. Quiet thy cudgel ; thou doſt fee I ear. 
Fla. Much good do you, ſcauld knave, heartily. 
Nay, pray you throw none away, the ſkin is good for 
your proken coxcomb. When you take occaſions to fee 
leks hereafter, I pray you mock at 'em, that's all. 
P:/7. Geod. 
Flu. Ay, lecks is good; hold you, there is a groat 
to heal your pate. 
Pi. Me a groat! | 
Flu. Yes, verily, and in truth, you ſhall take it; or 
J have another Jeek in my pocket, which you ſhall eat. 
Pf. I take thy groat in earneſt of revenge. | 
Flu. If I owe you any thing, I will pay you in cud- 
gels ; you ſhall be a woodmonger, and puy nothing of 


me but cudgels. God pe wi' you, and keep you, and 


hcal your pate. | | LExit. 

Pit. All hell ſhall ſtir for this. 

Cow. Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly knave. 
Will you mock at an ancient tradition, begun upon an 
honourable reſpect, and worn as a memorable trophy of 
predeceas'd valour, and dare not avouch in yeur deedg 
any of your words? I have ſeen you gleeking and gall- 
ing at this gentleman twice or thrice, You thought, be- 
cauſe he cou'd not ſpeak Engliſh in the native garb, ke 
cou'd not therefore handle an Engliſh cudgel : you find. 
tis otherwiſe ; and henceforth let a Welch correction 
teach you a good Engliſh condition. Fare you well. [ Ext. 

Pi}. Doth Fortune play the huſewife with me now? 
News have I that my Dol is dead of malady of France; 


And there my rendezvous 1s quite cut off, 
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Old I do wax, and from my weary limbs 

Honour is cudgell'd. Well, bawd will I turn; 

And ſomething lean to cut - purſe of quick hand : 

To England will [ ſteal, — there I'll ſteal; 

And patches will I get unto theſe fcars, 

And ſwear I got them in the Gallia wars, [Ex. 


SCENE II. 
The French court at Treis in Champaigne. 


Enter at one dior King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, War- 
withs and other Lords ; at another, the French A; 1”, 
Queen Iſabel, Princeſs Cathazine, tte Duke WY Bur- 

gundy, and ather French. 


X. Henry. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we are 


Unto our brother France, and to our fitter, met: 

Health and fair time of day; joy and good wiſhes, 

To our moſt. fair and princely couſin Catharine ; 

And as a branch and member of this royalty, 

By whom this great aſſembly is contriv'd, 

We do ſalute you, Duke of Burgundy. 

And, Princes French, and Peers, health to you all. 
Fr. King. Right joyous are we to behold your face ; 

Moſt worthy brother England, fairly met! 

* are you, Princes Engliſh, every one. 

2. Ia. So happy be the iſſue, brother England, 

Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting, 

As we are now glad to behold your eyes; 

Your eyes, which hitherto have born in them 

Againf the French, that met them in their bent, 

The fatal balls of murdering bafilifks : 

The venom of ſuch looks, we fairly hope, 

Have loft their quality; and that this day 

Shall change all griefs and quarrels into love. 

XK. Henry. To cry Amen to that, thus we appear. 

85 2. You Engliſh Princes all, I do ſalute you. 

- My duty to you both, on equal love, 

ings of France, and England. That I've la- 

bour'd 

Wich all my wits, my pains, and ſtrong endeavours, 

To bring your moſt imperial Majeſties 

 Vato this bar, and royal interview, 
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Your Mightineſſes on both parts can witneſs. 

Since then my office hath ſo far prevail'd, 

That, face to face and royal eye to eye, 

You have congreeted ; let it not diſgrace me, 

If I demand, before this royal view, 
What rub or what impediment there is, 
Why that the naked, poor, and mangled Peace, 
Dear nurſe of arts, plenties, and joyful births, 
Should not in this beſt garden of the world, 

ar- Our fertile France, put up kcr lovely viſage? 

TA Alas ! ſhe hath from France too long been chay'd; 
ur- And all her huſbandry doth lie on heaps, 
Corrupting in its own fertility. 

„Her vine, the merry - - AFTER 
on | „ Unpruned lies; her hedges even-pleach'd, 4 
oth Like priſoners wildly over-grown with hair, J 
« Pur forth diſorder d twigs: her fallow leas, 
The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumitory 
* Doth root upon; while that the culture ruſts, 1 
© That ſhould deracinate fuch favagery : | 
«© The even mead, that erft brought Fweetly forth - 
The freckled burner, and green clover, a 
« Wanting the ſcythe, all uncorrected, rank, 
« Conceives by idleneſs; and teems, 


Hut hateful docks, rough thiſtles, keckſies, burs, 
Loſing both beauty and utility; 


« And al our vineyards, fallows, meads, 8 ; 
« Defective in their nurtures, grow to wildneſs. ; 
Even fo our houſes, and our felves, and children, | 
Have loſt, or do nor learn, for want of dmc; | 
The ſciences, that ſhould become our country ; 
But grow like favages (as ſoldiers will, | 
That nothing do but meditate on blood) 
To fwcaring and ſtern looks, diffus'd “ attire, 
And every thing that feems unnatural. 
Which to reduce into our former favour, 
1 You are aTembled ; and my ſpeech inti 2ats, 
That I may know the let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expel th-ſe incanven'encies ; 
And ble s us with her former qualities. 


K. Henry. H. Due of , ena. 
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Whoſe want gives growth to th imperfeftions 

Which you have cited, you — that A 

With full accord to all our juſt demands 

Whoſe tenours and particular effects 

You have, enſchedul' d briefly, in your hands. 

Burg. The King hath heard them; to the which as 

There is no anſwer made. [yet 
X. Henry. Well, then; the peace, 

Which you before ſo urg'd, lies in his anſwer. 
8 I have but with a curſorary eye 
O'er-glane d the articles; pleaſeth your Grace 

Ta t ſome of your council 

To fit with us, once more with better heed 

To re- ſurvey them; we will ſuddenly 

Paſs *, or accept, and peremptorily anſwer. 

K. Henry. Brother, we ſhall, Go, uncle Exeter, 

And brother Chrence, and you, brother Glouceſter, 

Warwick and Huntington, go with the King ; 


And take with you free pow 'r to ratify, 
Augment, or alter, as your wi 


Shall ſee advantageable for our dignity, 
Any thing in, or out of our demands ; 


And we'll conſign thereto. Will you, fair ſiſter, 


Go with the Princes, or ſtay here with us? 
9. Iſa. Our gracious brother, L will go with them; 
Haply a woman's voice do ſome good, 
When articles too nicely urg'd, be ſtood on. 
X. Henry. Yet leave our couſin Catharine here with 


She is our capital demand, compris'd 
| r * 


n If. 
„ Catharine, and a Lagy. 
X. Henry. Fair Catharine, moſt fair, 

Will you vouchſafe to teach a ſoldier terms, 
Such as will enter at a lady's ear, 
And plead his love-fſuit to her gentle heart? 


Cath. Your Majeſty ſhall mock at me, I cannot ſpeak 
our Eng 


X. Lenry. O fair Catharine, if you will lone me ſound- 


i e. wave or decline. 
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41 1 Do you 
like me, Kare ? 


Cath. Pardonnez may, I cannot tell vhat is Ile me. 

K. Henry. An angel is like you, Kate, and you are 
like an angel. 

Cath. Que dit-il, gue je fuis ſemblable 2 les _ F 

Lady. Juy, vrarment, ( (Jar v — race J , dit-il. 


X. Henry. | faid fo, dear L malt not 
bluſh to affirm ir. 
Cath. 9 h Dieu! les langues des Sommer font phones 

de tromperies. 


X. Henry. What fays ſhe, fair one? that tongues of 
men are full of deceits ? 

Lads. uy, dt te tongues ob de mans is be full of de- 
ceits : dat is de Princes. 

K. Henry. The Princels is the — 
I faith, Kate, my wooing is fit for thy unde 
I am glad thou canſt ſpeak no better Enghah; for if thou 
could ſt, thou would' i find me ſuch a plain King, that 
thou would'lt think I had fold my farm to bay m/ crown, 
I know no ways to mince it in love, but dircctly to fay, 


TI love you. Then if you urge me further than to fay, Do 


in faith? [ wear out my ſuit. Give me your an- 


How fay you, lady 4 
Cath. — votre honneur, me underſtand well. 
| me to verſes, ot 
Kate, why, you undid me : 


have no ſtrength i 


73 


other 


in meafare, yet a reaſon- 


Cl 
7 
+ 
12 


rn 
correction of bragging be it ſpo- 
y leap into a wife; or if I might 
— r her favours, 
45 
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+ i faith, do; and fo clap hands and a bargaio.. 


meaſure in ſtrength. If I could win a lady at leap- 


ath not the gift to woo 
2 «« for theſe fellows of iaſinite tongue, 
«* that can rhime themſelves into ladies“ favours, they 
4 do always reaſon themfelves out again. What? a 
ſpeaker is but a prater; a rhime is but a ballad ; a good 
leg will fall, 2 ſtraight back will a black beard 
will turn white, a curl'd 21 a fair face 
will wither, a full eye will wax hollow; but a good 
heart, Kate, is the fun and the moon: — the 
fan, and not the moon; for it ſhines bright, and never 
changes, but keeps his courſe truly. If thou wouldſt 
Hare ſuch a one, take me; take a ſoldier; take a Kirg : 
NN Speak, my far, 


and fairly, I pray thee. 
Cath. Is it poſlible dat I fould lore de enemy of 
France ? 


K. Henry. No, it is not poſſible that you ſhould love 
the enemy of France, Kate: but in loving me you 
ſhould love the friend of France; for I love France fo 
Woll, that I will not part with a village of it: I will 
have it all mine; and, Kate, when France is mine and 
J am your's, then your's is France, and you are mine. 

Cath, I cannot tell vhat is dat. 

KR. Henry. No, Kate? I will tell thee in French, 
(which Lam | fare will hang upon my tongue like a new- 
married wife about her hafſbond's neck, hardly to be 
ſhook off): Qu ay le poſſoſtan de France, quand 
©2158 aus le pojſeion de moi, (let me ſee, what then? St 


D. unis be my ſpecd I), denc vaftreeft France, & vous eftes 


micnne. It is as eaſy for me, Kate, to conquer the king- 
dom, as to ſpeak fo much more French: I ſhall never 
move thee in French, unleſs it be to laugh at me. 

Cath. Saufvoſtre bannenr, le Frang ois que vous parler, 


et meilleur gue I Anni ſeg: el je parte. 
faith, is t not, Kate; N 


K. #enry. No, 
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ing of my tongue and I thine, moſt truly falſely, muſt 
Ao to be much at one. Bur, Kate, doſt 
thou underſtand thus much Engliſh ? canft thou love me ? 
Cath. I cannot tell. | 
K. Henry. Can any of 


A eng parts in me, that you love witts 

your heart: but. wad Kan, mock me mercifully, the 

„gentle Princeſs, — | hve Gap ane ie 

ever thou beef mine, Kate, (as I have faving faith with- 

in me tells me thou ſhalt}, I get thee with fcambling ; 
therefore 


11 


and thou muſt needs prove a good foldier- 
breeder : ſhalt not thou and 1, b- radar od wi 
St George 
that ſhall 

che beard ! 

Flower-de 

Cath dat. | 

K. Henry. tis hereafter to know, but now ta 
promiſe; do Bog ate, you will endea- 


Ka 
vour for your French part of ſuch a boy; and for my 
Engliſh moiety, take the word of a King and a bache- 
lor. How anſwer you, La plus belle Catharine du monde, 
mon tres-chere & divine deefſe ? 

Cath. Your Majeſtee ave fauſe French enough to de- 
teĩve de moſt ſage damoiſel dat is en France. 

X. Henry. Now, fie upon my falſe French; by mine 
honour, in true Engliſh I love thee, Kate; by which 
honour L dare not fwear thow loveit me, BA 
degius to flatter me that thou doſt, nc ding the 
poor and untempting effect of my viſage. —2 | 
my father's ambition: he was thinking of civil wars: 
when he got me; Daaberthe 3 mend whe > Bob 
born outſide, with an aſpect of iron, that when I come 


| w woo ladies I fright thew: but in faith, Kate, the 
| elder | wax, the better I ſhall appear. My comfort is; 


that old age (that ill lay r up of beauty) can do no 

more ſpoi] upon my face. Thou h ſt me, if thou hait 

me, at th. worſt; and thou ſhalt wear m, if thou wear 

ne, better and better; — act 
23 
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Catharine, will you have me? Put off your maiden- 
bluſhes, avouch the thoughts of your heart with the 
looks of an Empreſs; take me by the hand, and fay, 
Harry of England, I am thine : which word thou ſhalt 
vo ſooner bleſs mine ear witha!, but I will tel! thee a- 
loud, England is thine, Irelard is thiae, France is thine, 
an Henry Plantagenet is thine ; who, though I ſpeak 
it before bis face, if he be not fellow with the beſt 
King, thou ſhalt find the beſt King of good fellows. 
Come, your anfwer ia broken muſic; for thy voice is 
muſic, and thy Engliſh broken: therefore, Queen of all, 
Catharine, break thy mind to me in broken Engfih ; 
wilt thou have me? 

. Cath. Dat is as it ſhall pleaſe Je Roy mon pere. 

K. Henry. Nay, it will plcaſe him well, Kate; it 

mall pleaſe him, Kate. 

Cath, Den it ſhall alſo content me. | 

K. Heary. Upon that I kiſs your hand, and I call you 
my Queen. 

. "Ca. Laifer, mon Seigneur, laiſſex, laiſſez : ma fey, 
te ne veux paint gue ons abbaiſes vaſtre grandeur, en 
Laiſant la main d une votre indigne ferciteure ; excuſes 
mar, je vous ſupplie, men tres-puiſſant Seigneur. 

K. Henry. Then I will kiſs your lips, Kate. 

Cath, Les dames & danuifels pour eſtre baiſces devant 
leur nopees, il n'eſt pas le coutume de France. | 
K. Henry. Madam my interpreter, what fays ſhe ? 

Lazy. Dat it is not be de faſhion pour les ladies of 
France; ] cannot tell what is bai/er en Engliſa. 

K. Henry. To kits. 

Lady. Your Majeſty entendre bettre gu 

K. Henry. Is it not a faſhion for the i bs Race 
to kiſs before they are married, would ſhe fay ? 

Lady Our, vrazement, 

X. Henry. O Kate, nice cuſtoms curt'fie to great 
Kings. Dear Kate, you and I cannot be confin'd 
within th- weak lit of a country's faſhion : we are the 
makers of manners, Kate; and the liberty that follows 
our places, ſtops the mouth of all find-faults; as I will 
do your's, for the upholdiag the nice faſhioa of your 

cauntry ia denying me a kils: therefore patiently and 
yielding, LN ter. | You have witchcraft in your 
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lips, Kate; there is more eloquence in a touch of them, 
than in the tongues of the French council; and they 
ſhould foonzr perſuade Harry of England, than a ge- 
neral petition of monarcks. Here comes your father, 


BER E TS TV. 


Enter the French King and — with French and 
Englith Lords. 


Burg. God ſave v4 exd my Royal couſin, 
teach you our Princeſs Enghih ? 

K. Henry, I would have her learn, my fair couſin, 
how perfectly I love her, and that is good Engl.th. 

Burg. Is the apt? 

K. Henry. Our tongue is rough, and my condition is 
not ſmooth ; fo that having neither the voice nor the 
heart of flattery about me, I cannot ſo conjure up the 
ſpirit of love in her, that he will appear in his true 
—_ 

Burg. Pardon the frankneſs of my mirth, if I an- 
ſwer you for that. If you would conjure in her, you 
mutt make a circle : if conjure up love in her in his true 
likeneſs, he muit appear naked and blind. Can you 
blame her then, being a maid yet ros'd over with the 
virgin-crimſon of modeſty, if ſhe deny the appearance 
of a naked blind boy, in her naked ſeeing ſelf ? It were, 
my Lord, a hard condition for a maid to conſign to. 

K. Henry. Yet they do wink and yield, as love is 
blind and inforces. 1 
"ff They are „ my Lord, when t 
363 they 


K. Henry. Then, good my Lord, teach your couſin 
to conſent to winking. 
rn 
teach her to know my meaning. Maids, well 
FF yhandongptnr loo mas Aero Dry 
tide, 1 and then they 
will endure handling, which before would not abide 
on. 
X. Henry. This moral ties me over to time, and z 
—— and fo 1 hall catch the fie your cou ig 
the latter end, and ſhe muſt be blind too. 
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Burg. As love is, my Loid, before it loves. 

X. Henry. it is ſo; and you may fome ey u thank 
lore for my bliadaeks, who cannot ſee many a fair 
French city, for one fair French maid that itancs in 

way. 

" King. Yes, my Lord, you ſce them perſpectively; 
the cities turmn'd into a maid; for they are all girdled 
with maiden-walls, that war hath never encer 'd. 

K. Henry, Shall Kate be my wife? 

F.. King. So pleat. you. 

K. Henry. I am content, ſo the maiden cities you talle 
of may wait on her; is the uct et nd te wap 
for my with, ſhall ſhew me the way to my will. 

Fr. King, We have conſented to all terms of reaſon. 

K. Henry. Is't ſo, my Lords of England? 

Weſt. The King hath granted every article: 

His daughter firſt; and then in ſequel all, 
According to their firm ed nature. 

Exe. Only ke hath not yet ſubſcribed this: 
Where your Majeſty demands, That the King of France, 
having — 2 cage of grant, ſhall name 

——— this form, and with this addition in 
French, Noftre tres-cher fla Henry Roy 4 — 
beretier de France ; 2 Pr. 
flius naſter Henricus Rex Anglia, & heres Francie. 

Fr. King. Let this I have not (brother) ſo deny d, 
But your requeſt ſhall make me let it paſs. 

K. Henry. | pray — — dos, 
Let that one article rank with the reft, 

And thereupon give me your daughter. 
dans eater bobs blood 


up 

Iſſue to me; that thefe contending kingdoms, 
England and France, whoſe very ſhores look pale 
With envy of each other's happineſs, 
May ceaſe their hatred ; and this dear conjunction 
Plant nei 2 — 
In their ſweet breafts; that never war advance 
His blieding ſword twixt England and fair France. 
Lordi. Amen! | 

&. tienry. Now welcome, Kate; and bear me wit: 
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That here I kiſs her as my Sovereign [Flouriſhe 
9. Ia. God, the beſt maker of all marriages, 

Combine yeur hgarts in one, your realms in one: 


As man and wife, being two, are one in Jove, 


So be there twixt your kingdoms ſuch a ſpouſal, 
That never may ill office, or fell jealouſy, 

Which troubles oft the bed of bleſſed marriage, 
Thruſt in between the pation of theſe kingdoms, 
To make divorce of their incorporate league; 

That Engliſh may as French, French Engliſhmen, 
Receive each other. God ſpeak this Amen! 

Al. Amen! 

X. Henry. Prepare we for our marriage; on which 
My Lord of Burgundy, we'll take your cath [day, 
And all the Peers, for ſurety of our leagues, 

Then ſhall I ſwear to Kate, and you to me; 
And may our oaths well kept, and proſp'rous be! 


Enter Chorus. 
Our blending author hath purſu'd the ſtory; 
In little room confining mighty men, S 
Mangling by ſtarts the full courſe of their glory, 


Small time, but, in that ſmall, moſt greatly liv'd 


This tar of England. Fortune made his ſword ; 
By which the world's beſt garden he atchicv'd, 

And of it left his fon imperial Lord. | 
Henry the Sixth, in infant-bands crown'd King 

Of France and England, did this King ſuccecd: 
Whu'c ſtate fo many had i“ th' managing, 

That they loſt France, and made his England bleed: 
Which ft our ſtage hath ſhown; and, for their ſake, 
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Earl of Warwick. 
Earl Saliſbury. 
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2 Falſtaff is introduced again, who was dead in Henry V aff 24. 
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Weſtminſter-abbey. 


Dead march. Enter the funeral of King Henry V. at- 
tended on by the Duke of Bedford, Regent of France ; 
the Duke of Glouceſter, Protector: the Duke of Exe- 
ter, and the Earl of Warwick, the Biſhop of Win- 
cheſter, and the Duke of Somerſet. 


Jad. UNG be the heav'ns with black, yield day 
| H + mh — 
Comets, i 


ing change of times * and ſtates, 
Brandiſh your ed treſſes in the ſky ; 

And with them ſcourge the bad revolting 

That have conſented unto Henry's death! 

Henry the Fifth, too famous to live long! 
England ne'er loſt a King of fo much worth, 
leu. England ne'er had a King until his time. 
Virtue he had, deferving to command. 
His brandiſh'd fword did blind men with its beams; 
His arms ſpread wider than a dragon's wings : 

His ſparkling eyes, replete with awful fire, 


More dazzled and drove back his enemies, 


What ſhould I fay ? his deeds exceed all ſpeech : 
He never lifted up his hand, but conquer d. 
Exe. We mourn in black; why mourn we not in 


Henry is dead, and never ſhall revive : [blood ? - 


Upon a wooden coffin we attend; 


And Death's diſhonourable victory 


We with our ſtately preſence glorify, 
Like captives bound to a triumphant car. 
What ? ſhall we curſe the planets of miſhap, 


That plotted thus cur glory's overthrow ? 


Or thall we think the fubtle-witted French 
Conj'rers and forc'rers, that, afraid of him, 
By magic verſe have thus contriv'd his end ? 
Win. He was a King, bleſs'd of the King of kings, 
Unto the French, the dreadful judgment- day 
* times, for manners. 
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So dreadful will not be as was his fight. 

The battles of the Lord of hoſts he fought : 

The church's pray'rs made him fo proſperous. 

Clou. The church? where is it? 2b. had not churchmen 
His thread of life had not fo ſoon decay d. [pray d, 
None do you like but an effeminate prince, 

Whom, like a ichooiboy, you may overawe. 

Vin. Glo' ſter, whate'er we like, thou art Protector, 
And lookeſt to command the Prince and realm: 

Thy wife is proud; ſhe holdeth thee in awe, 
More than God or religious churchmen may. 

Gloz. Name not religion; for thou lov'ft the deb, 
And ne'er throughout the year to church thou go'ſt, 

Except it be to pray againſt thy foes. 


Bed. Ceaſe, ceaſe theſe jars, and reſt your minds in 


Let's to the altar; heralds, wait en us; [peace : 
Inftead of gold we'll offer up our arms, 

Since arms avail not now that Henry's dead ! 
Poſterity await for wretched years, 

When at their mothers” moiſt eyes babes ſhall ſuck ; 
Our iſle be made a mariſh of ſalt tears, | 
And none but women left to wail the dead! 

Henry the Fifth! thy ghoſt I invocate; 
Proſper this realm, keep it from civil broils, 

Combat with adverſe Gs] in the heavens ! 

A far more plorous Rar thy foul will 5 

Than Julius Cæſar, or bright 


SCENE IL. ene 

Meß. My honourable Lords, health to you all; 
add ridings bring 1 to you out of France, 

Ok loſs, of of aug 2hter, and diſcumſiture; 
Guienne, Champaign, and Rheims, and Orleans, 
Paris, Guyfors, Poictiers, are all quite loſt. 

Fed. What fa; thou, man, before dead Henry's 
Speak ſoftly, or the loſs of thoſe great towns [Ccorſe: 
Will make him burit his lead, and rife from death, 
leu. Is Paris lot, and Pon yiekicd up? 

If i:tenry were recall d to life again, 
Fact: news woul- -_ hun on. 2: re yield the hot, 

Exe. flow wie toy loft: wit treachery was us d? 
Me. No treatir;, wut want d. Miu and money. 


A8r. 


2 
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Amongſt the ſoldiers this is muttered, 
That here you maintain feveral factions ; 

And, whilit a field ſhould be difpatch'd and fought, 
You are diſputing of your generals. 
One would have ling'ring wars with little colt ; 
Another would Ty iwift, but wanteth wings; 
A third man thinks, without expence at ail, 
By guileful fair words, peace may be obtain d. 
Awake, awake, Enghft nobility ! 
Let not ſloth dim your honours, new-begot ; 
Cropp'd are the flower-de- luces in your arms, 
Of England's coat one half is cut away. 

Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral, 
Tueſe tidings would call forth their flowing tides. 
Bed. Me they concern, Regent I am of France, 

Give me my ſtecled coat, I'll fight for France, 
Away with theſe diſgraceful, wadieg robes; 
Wounds I will lend che French, inftead of eyes, 
To weep their intermiſũve miſcries *. 


SCENE III. Enter ta them another Meſſenger. 


2 Meſſ. Lords, view theſe letters, full of bad miſ- 
W is revolted from the Engliſh quite, [chance. 
Except fome petty towns of no import. 

The Dauphin Charles is crowned King in Rheims, 

The baſtard Orleans with him is join'd : 

Reignicr, Duke of Anjou, doth take his part, 

The Duke of Alanſon flies to his fide. Exit. 
Fxe. The Dauphin crowned King ? all iy to kim ? 

O whither ſhall we fly from this 
Glou, We will not fly — — throats. 

Bedford, if thou be flack, I'll fight it out. | 
Bed. Glo'ſter, why doubr'ft thou of my forwardneſs ? 

An army have I muſter'd i in my thoughts, 

Wherewith already France is over- run. 


SCENE IV. Enter a third Meſſenger. 


3 Mefſ. My gracious Lords, to add to your laments, 
Wherewith you now bedew King Henry's hearſe, 
I muft inform you of a diſmal fight 


* }. e. their miſeries, which have had only a ſhort intermiſſion | 
own r. N. „ 
OL. 1 
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Berwixt the ſtout Lord Talbot and the French. 
Win. What! wherein Talbot overcame ? Is 't fo? 
3 Meff. O, no; wherein Lord Talbot was o'erthrown, 
The circumſtance I'll tell you more at large, 
The tenth of Auguſt laft, this dreadful Lord 
Retiring from the ſiege of Orleans, 
Having ſcarce full = thouſand in his 
By three and twenty thouſand of the French 
Was round incompaſſed and fet upon. 
No leifure had he to inrank his men. 
He wanted pikes to ſet before lis archers ; 
whereof, ſharp ſtakes, pluck d out of hedges, 
They pitched in the ground confuſedly, 
To keep the horſemen off from breaking in. 
More than three hours the fight continued; 
Where valiant Talbot above human thou whe 
Enacted wonders with his ſword and — 0 
Hundreds he ſent to hell, and none durit ftand him; 
Here, there, and every where, inrag'd he flew. 
The French exclaim'd, © The devil was in arms ! ” 
All the whole army ſtood agaz'd on him. 
His ſoldiers, ſpring kis — ſpirit, 
A Talh2t! Talbot! cried out amain, 
And ruſh'd into the bowels of the battle. 
Here had the conquett fully been ſeal'd 
If Sir John Falſtaff had not play'd the coward; 
He being i in the vaward, (plac'd behind, 
> con. purpoſe to relieve and follow them), 
owardly fled, not having ſtruck one ftroke. 
Hence grew the gen'ral wreck and maſſacre ; 
Incloſed were they with their enemies. 
A baſes Walloon, to win the Dauphin's | 
Thruſt Talbot with a {pear i — + os 
Whom all France, with her chief aſſembled ſtrength, 
Durſt not preſume to look once in the face. Ente 
Bed. Is Talbot flain then? I will lay myſelf, | 
For living idly here in pomp and eaſe, 
_ Whilſt ſuch a worthy leader, wanting aid, 
Unto his daſtard foe-men is betray d. 
3 Meg. O no! he lives, but is took p 
And Lord Scales with him, and Lord ' ace HY 
Nat of the reſt laughter'd, or took likewiſe. 


. 


Being ordain'd his ſpecial governor ; 
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Bed. His ranſom there is none but I ſhall pay. 

I'll kate the Dauphin headlong from his throne, 

His crown ſhall be the ranſom of my friend. 

Four of their lords I II change for one of ours. 

Farewel, my maſters, to my taſk will I. 

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, 

To keep our great St George's feaſt withal. 

Ten thouſand ſoldiers with me will take, 


| Whoſe bloody deeds ſhall make all Europe quake. 


3 ef. So yoa had need: for Orleans is beſieg d 
The Engliſh army is grown weak and faint; 


| The Earl of Saliibury craveth ſupply, 


And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 
Siace they fo few watch ſuch a multitude. 
Exe. Remember, Lords, your oaths to Henry fwers = 
Either to quell the Dauphin ds, 
Or bring him in obedience to your yoke. 
Bed. I do remember i it, and here take leave 
To go about my preparation. [ Exit Bedford. 
Glu. I'll to the Tower with all the haſte I can, 


To view th' artillery and ammunition; 


And then I will proclaim young Henry King. 
[Exit Glouceſter. 
Exe. To Eltham will I, where the young King is, 


And for his ſafety there I'll beſt deviſe. [Exit.. 


Mia. Each hath his ——— — 
I am left out; for me | 


[Exit 

Before Orleans in France. 

Enter Charles, Alanſon, and Reignier, marching with 
drum and ſoldiers. „ 


Char. Mars his true moving, ev'n as in the hear u 
So in the earth to this day is not known. 


SCENE V. 


Late did he ſhine upon the Engliſh fide : 


Now we are victors, upon us he ſmiles. 
What towns of any moment but we have ? 


At pleaſure here we lie near Orleans : 


Fitz 
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Tho' ſtill the famiſh'd Engliſh, like pale ghoſts, 
Faiatly beſiege us one hour in a month. 

Alan. They want their porridge, and their fat bull- 
Either they muſt be dieted like mules, [beeves; 
And have their proven der ty'd to their months, 

Or piteous they will look like drowned mice. 

Reig. Let's raiſe the fiege : why live we idly here? 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear: 

Remaineth none but mad-brain'd Saliſbury, 
And he may well ia fretting fpend his gall ; 
Nor men, nor money, hath he to make war. 

Char. Sound, found alarm: we will ruſh on them. 
Now for the honour of the forlorn French. 

Him I forgive my death, that killeth me, 
When he fees me go back one foot, or fy. [Exennt. 
[Here alarm, they are beaten back by the Engliſh 
with great loſs. ' 


Re-enter Charles, Alanſon, and Reignier. 

Char. Who ever faw the like? what men have I ? 
Dogs, cowards, daſtards ! I would ne'er have fled, 
But that they left me midſt my enemies. 

Reig. Saliſbury is a defp'rate homicide, 

He fighteth as one of his life : 
ruſh upon us as their hungry prey. 

Alan. Froyſard, a countryman of ours, records, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands“ bred, 

During the time Edward the Third did reign. 

More truly now may this be verified; 

For none but Sampſons and Goliaſes 

It ſendeth forth to ſkirmiſh ; one to ten! | 
Lean raw-bon'd raſcals! who would e'er ſuppoſe, 
They had ſuch courage and audacity ! 756 

Char. Let's leave this town, for they are hair- brain d 
And hunger will inforce them be more eager. [flaves, 

®* Theſe were two of the moſt famous in the liſt of Charlemagne's 
twelve peers; and their exploits are render d io ridiculouſly and e- 
qually extravagant by the old romancers, that from thence arofe that 
faying amongit our plain and ſenſible anceftors. of giving one a 
Rowland for bes 6liver, to ſignify the mutcking oge incredible lye 
with another. Mr Warburton, | 
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An rather with their teeth 
n tear down, than fot ſake the ſiege. 


Enter the Baſtard of Orleans. 


Baſt. Where's the Prince Dauphin? I have news 
for him. 
Darn. Baſtard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us. 


B. A. I ˙ A fac, your chaar a> 


pal'd. 
na wc 
Be not diſmay d, for ſuccour is at hand: 
& dels call tides add as 3 dekes, 
Which by a viſion, ſent to her from hear n, 
Ordained is tc raiſe this tedious ſiege; 
And drive the Engliſh forth the bounds af Fane. 
The ſpirit of deep prophecy ſhe hath, 
Exceeding the nine Sibyls of old Rome : 
What s paſt, and what's to come, ſhe can deſcry.. 
Speak, fhall I call her in? believe my words, 
For they are certain and infallible. 

Dau. Go, call her in; but firſt, to try her (kill, 
Reignier, ſtand thou as Dauphin in my place; 
Queſtion her proudly, let thy looks be ſtern · 
By this means ſhall we found what {kill ſhe bath. 


SCENE VI. Enter Joan la Pucelle. 


Reig. Fair maid, is t thou wilt do theſe wondrous 


feats? - 
Pucel. Reignier, is 't thou that thinkeſt to beguile me 2 
Where is the Dauphin? come, come from behind; 
I know thee well. rho” never ſeen before. 
Be not amaz d; there's nothing hid fiom me- 
In private will T talk with thee apart; | 
Stand back, you Lords, and give us leave a while, © 


® There were no nine Sibyls of Rome: but le confounds things. 


and miltakes this for the nine books of Sibylline oracks, brought a 


| enc of the Tarquins. Mr arts, 
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The Firſt Part of 
8 8 her bravely at firſt daſh. 
uce am by birth a ſhepherd's daughter, 
W in any kind of art:, 
Heav'a, and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd 
To ſhine on my contemprible eſtate. 
Lo, whilft I waited on my tender lambs, 
And to ſun's parching heat difplay'd my cheeks, 
God's mother deigned to appear to me; 
And, in a viſion full of majeity, 
Will'd me to leave my baſe voc7tion, 
And free my country from calamiry : 
Her aid ſhe promis'd, and aſſur'd ſucceſs. 
In compleat glory ſhe reveal'd herſelf; 
And, whereas I was black and iwart before, 
With thoſe clear rays which ſhe infus'4 on me, 
That beauty am TI bleſs d with which vou fee. 
Aſk me what queſtion thou canſt poſũble, 
And I will anfwer unpremeditated. 
My courage try by combat, if thou dar'ſt, 
And thou ſhalt find that I excecd my ſex. 
Reſolve on this, thou alt be fortunate, | 
I thou receive me for thy warhke mate. 
Daz. Thou haſt aſtoni'd me with thy high terms: 
Only this proof III of thy valour make, 
In ſingle 12 ſhalt buckle with me; 
And if thou vanquiſheſt, thy words are true; 
Otherwiſe I renounce all confidence.. 
Pucel. I am prepar'd; here is my keen-edg'd ſword, 
Deck'd with fine flow'r-de-luces on each fide ; 
The which, at Tourain, in St Catharine's church, | 
Out of a deal of old iron I choſe forth. 
Daz. Then come o God's name, for I fear no woman. 
Pucel. And white I live, I'll ne'er fly from a man. 
[ Here they fight, and Joan. la Pucelle crercomes. 
Dan. Stay, ſtay thy hands; thou art an Amazon, 
And ſighteſt with the fword of Debora. 
Pucel. Chriſt's mother helps me, elſe I were too 
weak. 
Dau. Whoe'er helps thee, tis thou that muſt help 


Act 1. 


Brpatientiy I burn with thy deſire; * 


kiy. heart and hands thou haſt at once ſubdu'd; 
Excallent Pucelle, * 


rel ee e 


wi 8 


„ © 
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Let me thy ſervant and not fovereign be; 
"Tis the French Dauphin facth to thee thus. 
Pucel. I muſt not yield to any rites of love, 
For my profeſſion's ſacred from above: 
When L have chaſcd all thy focs from hence, 
Then will IL think upon a recompence. 
Dan. _ time, look gracious on thy proftrate 
thra | 
Neig. My Lord, methinks, is very long in talk. 
Alan. Do: abtleſs he ſhrives this woman to her ſmock ; 
Elſe ne er cold be fo long protract his ſpeech, 
Peirn, Shall we diitarb him, fince he keeps no mean? 


Alan, He may mean more than we poor men do 
know : 


Theſe women are ſhrewd tempters with heis 1 
Reg. My Lord, where are you? what deviſe you on 
Shall we give over Orleans or no? 
Pucel. Why, no, I fay; diſtruſtſul recreants ! 
Fight. till the laſt gaſp, for I'll be your guard. 
Dan. What ſhe fays I'll confirm; we'll fight it out. 
Pucel. Aſſign'd I am to be the Englh ſcourge. 
This night the ſiege aſſuredly I'll raife : 
Expect Saint Martin's ſummer, Halcyon days, 
Since I have enter'd thus into theſe wars. 
© Glory is like a circle in the water; 
Which never ceaſeth to enlarge itſelf, 
Till by broad ſpreading it diſpe rſe to noughe. 
With Henry's death the Engliſh circle ends; 
Diſperſed are the it included. 
Now am 1 like that proud inſulting ſhip, 


Which Cæſar and his fortune bore at once. 


Dau. Was Mahomet inſpired with a dove? 
Thou with an eagle art inſpired then. 
Helen the mother of great Corftantine, | 
Nor yet St Philip's daughters , were like thee. 
Bright ftar of Venus, fall'n down on the earth, - 


| How may I reverently worſhip thee ? 


Alan. Leave off delays, and let us raiſe the ſiegg. 


* Meaning the four daughters of Philip, mentioned A#s xxi. whe: 
2 the gitt of propheſying; he being there allo called Philiy the 


wo. 
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Reig. Woman, do what thou canſt to fave our ho- 


nours; 
Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz'd. 
Dau. Preſently try; come, let's away about it. 
No prophet will I truſt, if the proves fable. [Execunt. 


SCENE VII. The Tower. gater in Landon. 
Enter Gloucefter, with his ſerving- men. 


Clau. I am this day come to furvey the Tower; 
Since Henry's death, I fear there is conveyance . 
Where be theſe warders, that they wait not here ? 
Open the gates. "Tis Glouceſter that calls. 

1 75 ard, Who's there that knocketh fo imperiouſſy? 

1 Man. It is the Noble Duke of Gloucefter. 

2 Ward. Whoe'er he be, you may not be let in. 


1 Man. Villains, anfwer you ſo the Lord Protector ? 


1 Hard. The Lord protect him! fo we anſwer him; 
We do no otherwiſe than we are will'd. 

Clan. Who willed you? or whoſe will ſtands but 
There's none Protector of the realm but I. [mine ? 
Break up the gates, I'll be your warrantize ; 

Med 3 fe Gees then by dee erence 2 


_ Glouceſter's men ruſh at the Tower-gates, and Wood- 
vile the Lieutenant ſpeaks within, 


Mead. What noife is this ? what traitors have we here? 
Glan. Lieutenant, is it you whole voice I hear? 
Open the gates; Net Cloth ties works cms. 
Mood. — . 4 I may not open; 
The Cardinal | 
From him I have expreſs commandment, 
That thou, nor none of thine, ſhall be let in. 
Clou. Faint-hearted Woodvile, prizeſt him fore me ? 
Arrogant Wincheſter, that haughty prelate, 
Whom Henry, rr 
Thou art no friend to God, or to the King: 
Open the gate, or I'll ſhut thee out ſhortly. 
Serv. Open the gates there to the Lord Protector; 
We'll burſt chem open, if you come not quickly. 


rr 


RN Hy WH HH 6 


2 


Ou 


Se. 7. e Hen VI. 345 


Enter to the Protector at the Tower-gates, Wincheſter 
and his men in tawny coots. 
Win. How now, ambitious umpire, what means 
this ? 
Clin. Peel d priet*, doſt thou command me be ſhut 
Vin. I do, thou moft ufurping proditor, [out ? 
Ard not protector, of the King or realm. 
Glan. Stand back, thou manifeſt conſpirator; 
Thou that contriv'i to murder our dead Lord; 
Thou that giv' whores indulgences to ſin ; 
I'll canvaſs thee in thy broad Cardinal's hat, 
If thou proceed in this thy inſolence. 
IWin. Nay, ſtand thou back, I will not budge a foot: 


This be Damaſcus, be thou curſed Cain , 

To ſlay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt. 

Here Glouceſter' men beat gut the Cardinals; and enter, 
in the hurley-burley, the Mayor of London, and bis officers, 
Mayer. Fy, Lords; that you, being ſupreme magi- 
Thus contumeliouſſy ſhould break the peace! [ftrates, 


Mr /ope. 

ef Wincheſter. * r "ope | 5 

t N. B. About four miles from Damaſeus, is a high kill, re- 
ported to be the ſame on which Cain flew his brother Abel. Mann- 
drelPs travels, p. 31. r Pope. | | 

| —— ——#ftruwit 

GI. J will not ſlay thee, but I'll drive thee back; 
Thy ſcarlet robes, as a child's beuring- cloth. 
I'll uſe to carry thee out of this place | 

Tin. Do what thou dar ſt; I beard thee to thy face. 

Glas What? am I dar d, and bearded to my face? 
Draw, men, for all this privileged place. 
Blue coats to tawny.. Prieſt, beware thy beard ; 
mean to tug it, and to enff you foundly. 
Under my feet I'll ftamp thy Cardinal's hat: 
In fpight of Pope, or dignities of church. 
Here by the cheeks I'll drag thee np and down. 

lin. Glo'ſter. thou lt anſwer this before the Pope. 

Glu. Wincheſter Geofe! | cry, & rope, a rope. 
Now beat them hence. why do you let them ſtay ? 
Thee I'll chaſe hence. thou wolf in theep's array. 
Out, tawny coats; out. ſcarlet hypocrite! 

Here Glouceſter t men, &c 
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I my ſelf fight not once in forty year. 
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lau. Peace, Mayor, for thou knou ſt little of my 
wrongs : 


| Here's Beaufort. that regards not God nor King, 


Hath here diſtrain'd the Tower to his uſe. 
Miu. Here's Glo'fter too, a foe to citizens 
One that ſtill motions war, and never peace, 
O'er-charging your free purſes with large fines ; 
That fecks to overthrow religion, | 
Becauſe he is Protector of the realm ; 
And would have armour here out of the Tower, 
To crown himfelf King, and fupprefs the Prince. 
Glen. I will not anſwer thee with words, but blows. 


[Here they fheirmijh ain, 
Mayer. Nought reſts for me in this tumultuous lens Bri 
But to make open proclamation. 


Come, officer, as loud as e'er thou canft. 


Off. All manner of men aſſembled here in arms this day, a- 


gainft od, peace and the King's, we charge and com- 


mand you, in his Highneſs s name, to repair ta your ſe- 


veral dwelling places: ond not wear, handle, ar uſe 


any fword, weapon, or dagger, — ub 


pain of death. 

Glu. Cardinal, aan ter ethos, 
But we ſhall meet, and tell our minds at large. 

Win. Glo'ſter, we'll meet to thy dear colt, be fure; 
Thy heart-blood I will have for this day's work. 

— II call for clubs, if you will not 


away: 
This Cardinal is more haughty than the devil. [may ſt. 
Gau. Mayor, farewel: thou do'ſt but what thoa 


Wir. Abominable Glo'ſter, guard thy head, 
For I intend to have it ere be long. 


Mayer. See the coaſt clzar'd, and then we will depart. 


Cf. Good God! that nobles ſhould ſuch ſtomachs 


bear ! 


[Exennt. 
SCENE VIII. Changes to Orleans in France. 
Enter the Mafter-Cunner of Orleans, and his Boy. 


M. Gun. Sirrah, thou know'ſt how Orleans is be- 
And how the Engliſh have the ſuburbs won. [ ſieg' d, 


Jay. Father, I know, and oft have ſhot at them, 
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Howe'er, unfortunate, I miſs'd my aim. 

M. Gun. But now thou ſhalt not. Be thou rul'd by 
Chief Maiter-gunner am I of this town, [me : 
— | eaſt b> 2s govener me: grace. 

The Prince's ſpials have informed me, 
The Engliſh, in the ſuburbs cloſe intrench'd, 


Went thro' a ſecret grate of iron bars, 


In yonder tow'r, to over-peer the city ; 

And thence diſcover how, with moſt advantage, 

They may vex us, with ſhot or with aſſault, 

To intercept this inconvenicnce, 

A piece of ordnance gainſt it I have plac'd ; 

And & fully ev 'n theſe three days have [ warch'd, 

If I could fee them. Now, Boy, do thou watch. 

For I can ſtay no longer 

If thou ſpy'it any, =. — 

And thou ſhalt find me at the Gouernor's. [ Exit. 
Boy. Father, I warrant you; rake you no care; 

I'll never trouble you, if I may ſpy them. 


STCEAREH EE 
Enter Saliſbury and Talbot on the turrets, with athers. 


CY 


pr'ythee, on this turret's top. 
Tal. The Duke of Bedford had a priſoner, 

Called the brave Lord Ponton de Santraile ; = 

For him was I exchang'd, and ranſomed. 

But with a baſer man of arms by far, 

Once, in contempt, they wou'd have barter'd me : 

Which l diſdaining fcorn'd, and craved death, 

Rather than I wou'd be fo vile efteem'd. 

In fine, redeem'd I was, as | defir'd. 

But, oh! the treacherous Falſtaff wounds my heart; 

Whom with my bare fiſts I would execute, 

If I now had him brought into my pow'r. 
Sal. Yet tell ſt thou not how thou vert entertain'd. | 
Tal. With ſcoffs and fcorns, and contur 

In open market-place produc'd they me, 

To be a public ſpectacle to all. 
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Here, ſaid thev, is the terror of the French, 

The ſcarecrow that affrights our chꝰldren fo. 

Then breke I from the officers that led me, 

And with my nails digg'd tuncs out of the ground, 
To hurl at the bcholders of my ſhame. 

My griſly countenance made others fly; 

Kone durſt come near, for fear of fudden dea 

In iron walls they deem'd me not ſocutre: 

So great a fear my name amongit them ſpread, 
That they ſuppos d I cou'd rend bars of itcel, 

And fpurn in pieces poſts of adamant. 

Wherefore a guard of choſen that I had 

They walk'd about me ev ry minute-while z a 
And if I did but ſtir out of my bed, 

Ready they were to ſhoot me to the heart, 


Eiter the Boy, with a linftock. 


Sal. I grieve to hear what torments you endur'd, 
Burt we will be reveag'd fuſiciently. 
Now it is ſupper-time in Orleans: 
Here through this grate I can count every one, 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortify. 
Let us look in, the fight will much delight thee ; 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir William Glanfdale, 
Let me have your expreſs oidions, 
Where is beſt place to max e our bart'ry next? 
Gar. I think, at the north gate; for there Rand lords. 
Glan. And I here, at the bulwark of the bridge. 
Tal. For aught I fee, this city muſt be famith A. 
Or with light ſkirmiſhes enfcebled. | 
[Here they ſhoot, and Saliſbury and Sir Tho. 
___ Gargrave fall down. 
Sal. O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched ſinners. 
Gar. O Lord, have mercy on me, woful man. 
Fl. What chance is this that ſuddenly hath croſsd us? 
Speak, Saliſbury ; at leaſt, if thou canſt ſpeak ; 
How far' thou, mirror of all martial ma 
One of thy eyes and thy cheek's fide ſtruck off ! 
Accurſed tow'r, accurſed fatal hand, | 
That hath contriv'd this woful tragedy! 
In thirteen battles Saliſbury o'ercame : 
Henry the Fifth he firſt train d to the wars, 
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Whilſt any trump did ſound, or drum ſtruck up, 
His ſword did ne'er leave ſtriking in the field. 
Yer lir'ſt thon, Saliſbury? though thy ſpeech doth fail, 
One eye thou haft to look to heaven for grace.“ 
Heav'n, be thou gracious to none alive, 
If Saliſbury, wants mercy at thy hands ! 
Bear hence his body, I will help to bury it. 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, haſt thou any life? 
Speak unto Talbot; nay, look up to him. 
O Saliſb' ry, cheer thy ſpirit with this comfort, 
Thou ſhalt not die, while 
—— He beckons with his hand, and {miles on me, 
As who ſhould fay, II en I am dead and gone, 
Remember to avenge me on the French. 
lantagenet, I will ; and, Nero-like, 

Play on the lute, beholding the towns burn: 
Wretched thall France be only in my name. 

[ Here an alarm, and it ti anders and lighters, 
What ſtir is this? what tumult's in the heavy 18 
Whence cometh this alarm and this noiſe? 


Enter a Maſenger. 


M.. My Lord, my Lord, the French have gather'd 
The Dauphin, „ one Ivan la Pucelle join'd, head. 
A holy propherefs new riſen up, 
Is come with a great power to raiſe the ſiege. 
[ Here Salifoury Iiſtetß himſelf up, aud grones, _ 


Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Saliſbury doth ads : 
It irks his heart he cannot be reverg'd. 


Frenchmen, I'll be a Saliſbury to you. f 
Convey brave Saliſbury into his tent, 
And then we'll try what daſtard Frenchmen ow. 


Lalarm. Excunt, bearing Scliury and 
Sir Thomas Gargrave out, 


— To heaven for grace 
The ſun with one ye vieweth all the world. 


Ficav*n. be thov, S. 

—— +a aliel urv to 
Pucclle or Puste 1 "Ban pits, or Dog- fiſh, 
Your Learts 1 II fa inp out with my horſe's heels 
And nale 2 qusgmire of your mingled brains. 
Convey brave, Cc. 


Vor. IV. Gg 
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n. 
Here an alarm again; and Tallat purſueth the Dau- 
fhin, and driveth bim. Then enter Foan la Pucells 
driving Engliſhmen beſere ber. Then enter Talbot. 
Tal. Where is my ſtrength, my valour, and my force? 
Our Englith troops retire, I cannot ftay them : 
A woman clad in armour, chaſeth them. 
Enter Pucelle. 
Here, here, ſhe comes. III have a bout with thee ; 
Devil, or devil's dam, I'll conjure thee : 
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a witch, 
And ftraighrway give thy ſoul to him thou ſerv'ſt. 
Pucel. Come, come, tis only I that muſt diſgrace 


thee. 5 [They Agb. 
Talbot, farewel, thy hour is not yet come; 
I muſt go victua! Orleans forthwith. | 


LI Sort alarm. Then enter the town with ſoldiers. 
O'ertake me if thou caait, I ſcorn thy ſtrength. 
Go, go, chcar up thy hunger- ſtarved men, 
Help Saliſbury to make his teſtament : 
This day is ours, as many more ſhall be. [Exit Pucelle. 
Tat. My thoughts are whirled like a potter's wheel ; 
I know not where I am, nor what I do: 
A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 
Drives back our troops, and conquers as ſhe liſts, 
Are from their hives and houſes driv'n away. 
They call'd us for our fierceneſs Engliſh dogs, 
Now like their waclps we crying run away. 
F [4 fort alarm 
Hark, countrymen ! either renew the fight, 
Or tear the lions out of England's coat : 
| Renounce your foil, give ſheep in lion's ſtead : 
Sheep run not half fo tim'rous from the wolf, 
Or horſe or oxen from the leopard, 
* They fight. | 
Tal. Heavens, ean you fuffer hell fo te prevail? 
My breaſt 1 U burſt with ſtraining of my courage, 
— — DLU— 
Tit I will chat - | | 
Faerl. Talbot, farrwel, Cc. 
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As from olt- ſubdued ſlaves. 
0 0 5 [ Alarm. Here anether ſtirmiſb. 

It will not be: retire into your trenches : 

You all conſented unto Salifbury's death, 

For none would ſtrike a ſtroke in his revenge. 

Pucelle is cnter'd into Orleans, 

In ſpight of us, or ought that we cou'd do- 

O, would I were to die with Saliibary ! 


head. 
| [Exit Talbot, 
Harn, Retreat, Fleuriſh. 


SCENE X. 
Bater on the wall, Pucelle, Dauphla, Reignier, Alag- 


Pucel. Advance our waving colours on the walls, 
Reſcu'd is Orleans from the Englith wolves : 


Recover'd is the town of Orleans ; | 
More bleſſed hap did ne er befal our ſtate. 
Reig. Why ring not out the bells throughout the town? 
And feaſt and banquet in the open ſtreets, 
To celebrate the joy that God hath giv'n us. 
Alan. All France will be replete with mirth and joy, 
When they ſhall hear how we have play'd the men. 
Dau. "Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is won : 


® The gardens of Adonis were never repreſented under any local 
deſcription, nor is any ſuch thing implied in this place. They were 
only beds of earth put into portable caſes of filver or other matter, 
in which were raifed ſuch flowers and herbs as were of quick growth 
and ſhort contir;uance, the production and maturity of them being 
alſo haſtened by artificial means. Upon this quickneſs of growth the 
alluſion here is founded: though anciently the garde.:s of Adonis was 
a pr. v rbial expreſſion to tignify tranſitory fleeting pleaſures, and 
pericus alio of alight trifiing _ See Eraf. adug. Oxford Laiter. 
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For which I will divide my crown with her, | 
And all the prieſts and friars in my realm 

Shall in proceſhon ſing her endleſs praiſe, 

A ftitelier pyramid to her I'll rear, 

Than Rhodope's or Memphis“ ever was! 

In memory of her when fue is dead, 

Her aſlies in an urn more precious 

Than the rich-jewel'd coffer of Darius, 
Tranſported thal! be at high feſtivals, 

Before the Kings and Queens of France. 

No longer on St Dennis will we cry, 

But Joan la Pucelle ſhall be France's Saint. 
Come in, and let us banquet royally, 


A adreas Tena. Exeunt. 


TT © SCENE I. 


Befire Orleans. 
Enter a Serjeant of a band, with tus Centinels. 
4 Sur take 9 and be vigilant. 
If any noiſe or ſoldier you perceive 
Near to the wall, by ſome apparent * | 
Let us have knowledge at the court of 
Cent. Serjcant, you ſhall. Thus are poor ſerritors 


(When others fleep upon their quiet beds) 
Conftrein'd to watch in darl.neſs, rain, and cold. 


Euter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with f 
laddert. Their drums beating a dead march. 
Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy, 

By whoſe aprioach rhe regions of Artois, 

Walloon, and Pi icardy, are friends to us; 

This happy night the Frenchmen are ſecure, 

Having all day carous'd and banqueted. 

Embrace we then tkis opportunity, 

As ſitting beſt to quittance their deceit, 

— by art and baleful ſorcery. 


Bed. Coward of France ! how much he wrongs his 


eſpairing of his own arms“ fortitude, 
To join with witches and the help of hell! 
Bur. Traitors hate never other company. 
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But what's that Pucelle whom they term fo pure ? 

Tal. A maid, they fay. 

Bed. A mad? and be fo martial? 

Bur. Pray God, ſhe prove not maſculine ere long! 
9 tn tres of the Prax 
She carry armour as ſhe hath begun. 

Tal. Well, — ———— fyicien 3 
God is our fortreſs, in whoſe conqu'ring name 
Let us reſolve to ſcale their flinty bulwarks. 

Bed. Aſcend, brave Talbot, we will follow thee. 

Tal. Not all together: better far I gueſs, 

That we do make our entrance ſeveral ways: 

That if it chance the one of us do fail, 

The other yet may riſe againſt their force. 

Bed. Agreed ; I'll to yon corner, 

Bur. 1 to this. 

Tal. And here will Tabor mount, or make his grave 
Now, Saliſbury! for thee, and for the right 
Ot Engliſh Heory, ſhall this night appear 

How much in duty I am bound to both. 


Cent, [within] Arm, arm; the enemy doth make 
aſſault. 


[The Engliſh ſcaling the walls, cry, St George ! 
A Talbot! | 


"T3 2 ©} Ws 7 
The French leap oer the walls in their ſhirts, Enter, 
ſeveral ways, Baſtard, Alanſon, Reignier, haf rea- 
dy and half unready. 
Alan. How now, my Lords? what, all unready fo ? 
Baſt. Unready ? AL nd glad we 'ſcap'd ſo well. 
Reis. Twas time, I trow, to wake, and leave our 


| Hearing alarums at our chamber-doors, [ beds, 


Alan, Of all exploits, fince firit I follow'd arms, 
Ne'er heard I of a warlike enterpriſe 
More venturous or deſperate than this, 
Baſt. I think this Talbot is a fizad of hell. 
Reig. If not of hell, the heas'ns, ſure, favour him, 
Alan. Here cometi Charles, 1 warvel how he ſped. 


Enter Dauphin and Joan. 
Baſt. Tut! holy Joan n was his defealive gd. 
Gg3 
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Dau. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame? 
Didſt thou at firſt, to flatter us withal, 
Make us partakers of a little gain, 
That now our loſs might be ten times as mach? 
Pucel. Wherefore is Charles i impariear TY his friend 2 
At all times will you have my pow'r alike ? 
Sleeping, or waking, matt I ill prevail ? 
Or wilt you blame and lay the fiele on me? 
Improvident foldiers, hai your watch been good, 
This ſudden miſchief never cou's bave full'n. 
Deu. Duke of Alanſon, this was your default, 
That, being captain of the watch to-night, 
Did look no better tu that weighty charg de. 
Alan. Had all your quarters been as rely kept, 
As that whereof I had the government, 
We ha l not been thus ſhumefully furyris 'd. 
Baft. Mine was fecure. 
2. n. And fo was mine, my Lord. 
Daz. And for myſelt, moſt part of all this night, 
Within her quarter, and mine ewn precinct, 
I was employ d in pailing to and ſro, | 
About relieving of the cer. unels, 
Then how or which way {hon!d they firſt break in? 
Pucel. Queſtion, my Lords, no farther of the ca: fe, 
Flow, or winch way; tis fare they found foine part 
But weakly guarded, where the breach was made; 
And now there reſts no other ſhift but this, 
To gather our ſoldiers, fcatter d and dizpers'd, 
And lay new platforms, to indamage them. [Eren ul. 


SCENE III. *in the walls of Orleans. 


Harm. Enter a $51.7i:r crying, A Talbot! a Talbot! 
the French fir, leuoing their cleaths bel ind. 


| $2]. I'll be fo bold to take what they have left : 
The cry of Talbot ferves me for a ſword ; 
For I have loaden me with many ſpoils, 


' Viing no other weapon but his name. . | 


Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burguady, 
| Bel. The day begias to break, and night is fled, 
Wnalc pitchy manulz orer-veil'd the carta. 


<q >» hn) 1 of th, by he JL a Ky ey we ed ts. ., Y a ek 4 4% . 
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Witch modeſty admiring thy renown, 


Here ſound retreat, and ceaſe our hot purſuit. Þ Retreat, 
Tal. Bring forth the body of old Saliſbury, 
And here advance it in the market-place, 
The middle centre of this curſed town. 
Now have I paid my vow unto his foul ; 
For every drop of blood was drawn from him, 
There have at leaſt five Frenchmen dy'd to-night. 
And that hereafter ages may behold 
What ruin happen'd in revenge of him, 
Within their chiefeſt temple I'll erect 
A tomb, whercin his corpſe ſhall be iaterr'd : 
Upon the which, that every one may read, 
Shall be ingrav'd the fack of Orleans; 
The treach'rous manner of his mournful death, 
And what a terror he had been to France. 
But, Lords, in all our bloody maſſacre, 
I muſe we met not with the Dauphin's Grace, 
His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Arc, 
Nor any of his falſe confederates. 
Bed. Tis thought, Lord Talbot, when the fight began, 


| Rous'd on the ſudden From their drowſy beds, 


They did amongit the troops of armed men 
Leap o'er the walls, for refuge in the fieid. 
Bar. Myſelf, as far as I cou'd well diſcern 
For ſmoak and duſky vapours of the night, 
Am ſure I ſcar'd the Dauphin and his trull 
When, arm in arm, they both came fwiftly running, 
Like to a pur of loving turtle-doves, 
That cou'd not hve aſunder day or night. 
After that thiogs are ſet in order here, 
We'll follow them with all the power we hare, 
Enter a Meſſenger, 

Neff. All hail, my Lords; which of this princely train 
Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts 3 
So much applauded through the realm of France? 

Tal. Here is the Talbot, who would ſpeak with him? 

Mef. The virtuous lady, Counteſs 1 


By me intreats, great Lord, thou would'ſt vouchſaſe 
To viſit her poor caſtle where ſhe. lies; py 
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Whoſe glory fills the world with loud report. 
Bur. Is it even ſo? nay, then, I fee our wars 

Will turn into a peaceful comic fport, 

V+ hen ladies crave to be encounter'd with. 

You can't, my Lord, deſpiſe her gentle ſuit. 
Tal. Ne'er truſt me then ; for when a world of men 

Cou'd not prevail with all their oratory, 

Yet hath a woman's kindnefs over-rul'd : 

And therefore tell her I return great thanks; 

And in ſubmiſſion will atrend on her. 
Will not your Honours bear me company? 

Bed. No, truly; that is more than manners will: 

And I have heard it ſaid, Unbidden gueſts 

Are often welcomeſt when they are gone. 
Tal. Well then, alone, ſince there's no remedy, 

1 meas to prove this lady's courtefy.. 

Come hither, Captain; you perceive my mind. 3 
Capt. I do, my Lord, and mean accordingly. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. The Counteſs of Auvergne t caſtle. 
Enter the Counteſs, and her Porter. 


Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge ; 
And when you've done fo, brig the keys to me: | 


Ls 


Port. Madam, I will. [ Exit. 


Count. The is laid : if all things fall out right, 
1 hal as ment be by chi exphal 
As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus” death. 
Great is the rumour * of this dreadful knight, 
And his atchievements of no lefs account : 
| Fain would mine eyes be witneſs with mine ears, 
To give their cenſure F of theſe rare reports, 
Enter M:f:nger and Talbot. 


Meß. Madam, according Ladyſhip 
83 crav'd, 4 


Count. And he is welcome. What! is this the man? 


Mel. Madam, it is. 

Count. Is this the ſcourge of France? 1 
Is this the Talbot ſo much fear'd abroad, 
een 
* Pumour, for reputation. 


N Confure, for judgment ſimply. 
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I fee report is fabulous and falſe. 

I thought I ſhould have feen ſome Hercules; 

A ſecond Hector, for his grim aſpect, 

A * proportion of his ſtrong kuit limbs. 

Alas! this is a child, a filly dwarf: 

It cannot be this weak and writhled ſhrimp 

Should ftrike ſuch terror in his enemies. 

* Madam, I have been bold to trouble you: 

But fince your Ladyſhip is not at ler ſure, 

I'll tort ſome other time to viſit you. goes. 
Count, Wiar means he now? Go af: him, whither he 
Nell. Stay, my Lord Talbot; for my Lady craves 

To know the cauſe of your abrupt departure. 

Tal. Marry, for that ſhe's in a wrong belief, 

I go to certify her Talbot's here. 


Enter Porter with keys. 
Count, If thou be he, then art thou priſoner. 


Tal. Pris'ner ! to whom ? 
Count. To me, blood-thirity Lord: 
And for that cauſe I train'd thee to my houſe, 
Long time thy ſhadow hath been thrall ro me, 
For in my gallery thy picture hangs : 


But now the ſubſtance ſhall endure the like, 


And I will chain theſe legs and arms of thine, 
That haft by tyranny theſe many ycars 
Waited our country, flain our citizens, 
And feat our fous and buſbands captivate. | 
Tal. Ha, ha, ha. ſto moau, 
Count, Laugheſt thou, wretch? thy mirth {ail turu 
Tul. 1 laugh to fee your Ladyſhip fo fond, 
To think that you have augbt but Talbot's ſhadow 
Whereon to practiſe your ſeverity. 
C:unt. Why ? Art not thou the man ? 
Tal, I am, iadced. 
Count. Then have I ſubſtance too. 
Tal. No, no; I am but ſhadow of myſelf : 
Lou are deceiv J, my ſulſtance is not here; 
For what you ſee, i is but the ſmalleſt part 
And Ieaft proportion of humanity. 
I rel] yau, Madam, were the whole frame here, 


his of „ 
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Your roof were not ſufficient to contain it. 
Count. This is a riddling merchant for the nonce; 
He will be here, and yur bs is cnn nee 2: 
How can theſe contrarieties agree ? 

Tal. That will I ſhew you preſently. 


Winds his horn ; drums ftrike up; @ peal of ordnance. 
Enter Soldiers. 

How fay you, Madam? are you — 

That Talbor is bur hadow of himſcif? 


Count. Victorious Talbot, pudon my abuſe ; 
I find thou art no lefs than fame hath bruited. 
And more than may be gather'd by thy thape. 
E wrath 3 


or I am forry, that with reverence 
I did not entertain thee as thou art. 
Tal. Be not difmay'd, fair Lady; nor miſconfirus 
mind of Talbor, as you did miſtake 
— cmd di hats. 

| have done, hath not offended me: 


SCENE V. onde. 
Enter Richard Plantagenet, Warwick, Somerſet, ,Suf- 
folk, Vernon, and others. | 
Plan. Great Lords and Gentlemen, what means this 
Dare no man auſwer in a caſe of truth? [filence ? 
Suf. Within the Temple-hall we were too loud. 

The here is more convenient. 

Plan. Then ſay at once, if I maintain d the truth; | 

Or elſe was Somerſet in th error? 
Sf. Faith, I have been a truant in the law; 
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And therefore frame the law unto my will. 


Som. Judge you, my Lord of Warwick, then between us. 
W which flies the higher 


Between two horſes, which doth bear him beſt, 
Between two girls, which hath the merrieſt eye, 
I hare, perhaps, ſome ſhallow ſpirit of judgment: 
But in theſe nice ſharp quillets of the law, 
Good faith I am no wiſer than a daw. 
Plan. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance ; 
The truth appears ſo naked on my fide, 
That any purblind eye may find it out. 
Som. And on my fide it is fo well apparell'd, 
So clear, fo ſhining, and fo evident, 
That it will glimmer through a blind man's e 
Plan. Since you are tongue-ty'd, 
In dumb ſigniſicants proclaim your thoughts: 
Let him that is a true-born gentleman, 
And ſtands upon the honour of his birth, 
If he ſuppoſe that I have pleaded truth, 
From off this briar pluck a white roſe with me *. 
Som, Let him that is no coward, and no flatterer, 
But dare maintain the party of the truth, 


Pluck a red roſe from off his thorn with me. 


War. 1 love no colcurs ; nd without a colon 
Of baſe i fla 


nery, 
1 pluck this white roſe with Plantagenet. 

Suf. I pluck this red roſe with yourg Somerſet, 
And ſay, withal, I think he held the right. 

Fer. Stay, Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more, 


Till you conclude, that he upon whoſe ſide 


® This is given as the original cf the two badges of the houſe of 
York and Lancaſter ; whether truly or not, is no great matter. Eut 


the proverbial cxprefiion of Jaying a thing under the rue, J am per- 
ſhaded came from thence. 


nen the naticn had ranged itfelt inte 
two great factions, under the white and red roſx. and were perpetual- 


bv plotting and counterplotting againſt one another, then u hen @ 


matter of fat ion was communicated by cither party to his friend in 
the ſame quarrel, it was natural for him to add, that he fe id it un- 
der the rye, meaning. that as it concern'd the faction, & was zcB» 
gouly to be 30 tecret. Nr U erkur lan. 
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The feweſt roſes are cropt from the tree, 
Shall yield the other in the right opiniva. 
Sac. Good Maſter Vernon, it is well objected: 
If I have feweſt, I ſubſcribe in ſilence. 
Plan. Ard I. — 
Ver. Then for the truth and plainneſs of the caſe, 
I pluck this pale and maiden bloſſom here, 
Giving my verdict on the white roſe ſide.“ 

Som, Well, well, come on; who elſe ? 

Lawyer. Unlcfs my ſtudy and my books be falſe, 
The argument yon held was wrong in yuu; [Ta Som, 
In fign whereof I pluck a white roſe too, | 

Plan. Now, Somerſet, where is your argument ? 

Som. Here is my fcabbard, meditating that 


Shall dye your white roſe to a bloody red. + 


Plan. Now, by this maiden bloſſom in my hand, 
I ſcorn thee and thy faſhion, peeviſh boy. 
Su. Turn not thy fcorns this way, Plantagenet. 
Plan. Proud Poul, I will; and ſcorn both him and 
thee. 
a [Ii turn my part thereof into thy throat. 


—— white roſe fide 
Som Prick not your finger as you pluck it off; 


_ Left, bleeding, you do paint the mn roſe red, 


n= fall on my fide 10 againſt your will. 

Fer. IE . 1 Lord for my opinion bleed, 

Cpirion frill be furgeon te my — 

And! * me on the de where ſtill 1 am. 
£77, Welt, weil, Cc. 
a a bloody red 
Plan Mean tie, your checks * counterfeit our roſes : 

For pale they lock wich fear, 4 * itaeſſng 

The truth en dur de. 
mn. No, Flantage net; 

[is not for fear, hut anger, that thy cheeks 

Bluſh for pure ſhare to connterteit dur roſcs; 


And yet thy inngu? will nut confeis thy error. 


Plan. Huth mr wy role a canker. Semeriet ? 

Sein Hat oe ty re a dh. Td 5 — 

Plan Ay ſharp d pierving to waintt in = ruth; 
Wit iy conforming © inker cats his t. h 


W 


vam. eil! f {pd friends tu wear my ledig rofes, 
„That ft: © ow in re bee id is trac, 
We £!% v: bet Jars not be ſcen. 


Plan. Now, ng "this mekien Go. 
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War. Now, by God's will, thou wrong'ſt him, So- 
His grandfather was Lionel Duke of Clarence, ¶merſet. 
Third fon to the Third Edward King of England. 
Spring creſtleſs * yeomen from fo deep a root? 

Plan. _—_—— 
Or durſt not for his craven heart fay thus. 


On any plot 
Was not thy father, Richard, Earl of C 
EN ES 9 
And by his treaſon ftand'it not thou attainted, 
Corrupted, and exempt from ancient gentry ? 
His treſpaſs yet lives guilty in thy blood; 

And, till thou be reſtor d, thou art a yeoman. 
Plan. My father was attached, not attainted ; 
Condemn'd to die for treaſon, but no traitor ; 

And that I'll ptove on better men than Somerſet, 
Were growing time once ripen'd to my will. 

For your partaker Pool, and you yourſelf, 

II note you in my book of memory, 

To ſcourge you for this apprehenſion . 
Look to it well, and fay you are well warn d. 

Sem, Ah, thou ſhalt find us ready for thee ſtill, 
And know us by theſe colours for thy foes : 

For theſe my friends, in ſpight of thee, ſhall wear. 
Plan. And, by my foul, this pale and angry roſe, 
As cogniſance of my blood-drinking hate, 

Will I for ever and my faction wear, 

Until it wither with me to my grave, 

Or flouriſh to the height of my degree. 


Suff. Go forward, and be chok'd with thy ambition; 


And fo farewel until I meet thee next. [ Exit, 
Sam. Have with thee, Pool: farewel, ambitious 
Richard. [ Exit, 


Plan. How I am brav'd, and muſt perforce endure it! 


War. This blot that they object agninit your houſe, 
Shall be wip'd out in the next par 


Call'd for the truce of Wincheſter and Glouceſter ; 
* + e. thoſe who have no right ts arms. 
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And if thou be not then created York, 


Againſt proud 


Come let us four to dinner; I darc ſay, 


? will not live to be accoumed Warwick. 
Mean time, in ſignal of my love to thee, 
Somerſet and William Pool, 
Will 1 upon thy party wear this roſe. 
And here I propheſy, this brawl ro-day, 
Grown to this faction, in the Temple-garden, 
Shall ſend, between the red roſe and the white, 
A thouſand ſouls to death and deadly night *. 


SC EN E VI Irin. 
Enter Mortimer, brought in a chair, and Jailare. 
Mor. Kind keepers of my weak decayi 

Let dying Mortimer here reſt himſelf. att 

Ev'n like a man new haled from the rack, 

So fare my limbs with long i 


And theſe gray locks, the purf of death, 
Neftor-like aged in an age of care, 


Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 


Theſe eyes, like lamps whoſe waſting oil is ſpent, 

Wax dim, as drawing to their exigent +. 

Weak ſhoulders overborn with burthening grief, 

And pithleſs _ — to a wither'd vine 

That — his is branches to the ground: 

Yer are theſe feet, whoſe ſtrengthleſs ſtay is numb, 

(Unable to ſupport this lump of clay), 

Swift-winged with deſire to get a grave; 

As witting, I no other comfort have. 

But tell me, keeper, will my nephew come? 
Keep. Richard 3 A A come; 


Wee ſent unto the Temple, to his 
And anſwer was return'd that he will come. 


Mar. Enough; 1 


® death and i 
Plan. Good Mr Vernon. | am bound to 


you, 
That you on my behalf would pluck a flow'r. 


Vier. In your behalf (till will I wear the tame. 
Lawyer. And io will 1. 
Plan. Thanks, gentle Sir. 


This quarrel will drink blood : another day. 
SCENE &. 


3 Eugen, for concluſion, periad, 


fs 


ne s 


Why didft thou fay of late thou wert deſpis 


Sc. 6. King Henry VI. - 
Poor Gentleman, his wrong doth equal mine. 

Since Henry Monmouth firit began to reign, 

Before whoſe glory I was great in arms), 

lothfome ſequeſtration have I had; 

And, — 2 hath Richard been obſcur'd, 
Depriv'd of honour and inheritance. 

But now the arbitrator of deſpairs, 

Juſt Death, kind umpire of mens” miſeries, 


Wich ſweet ———— doth diſmiſs ine hence. 


I would his troubles likewiſe were expir d. 
That ſo he might recover what was loft ! 


Enter Richard Plantagenet. 


Keep. My Lord, your loving nephew now is come. 
Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my friend, is he come? 
Plau. I, noble uncle, thus ignobly us d, 


| Your nephew, late deſpiſed Richard, comes. 


Mar. Direct mine arms I may embrace his neck. 
And in his boſom ſpend my lateſt gaſp. 
Oh, tell me when my lips do touch his cheeks, 
e fainting kiſs. 


22 great bock. 


Plen. Firſt lean thine aged back again - £200 
And in that eaſe I I tell thee my diſpleaſure. 
This day, in argument upon a caſe, 
Some words there grew twixt Somerſet and me; 
Amongſt which terms he loos'd his laviſh 
226 Gd aghond me with my facker's det; 
ſet bars before my tongue, 
Elſe with the like I had requited him. 
good uncle, for my father's ſake, 
In honour of a true Plantagenet, 


"iow. —— that wesy 
For I am ignorant, and cannot gueſs. 
Aer. 1 will, W 
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And death approach not ere my tale be done. 
Henry the Fourth, grandfather to this King, 
Depos'd his couſin Richard, Edward's ſon, 


The firſt-begotten, and the lawful heir 


And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 
In whom the title refted, were fuppreſs'd. 


Plan. Of which, my Lord, your Honour is the laſt. 


Mar. True; ant thou ſeeſt that I no iſſue have, 
And that my fainting words do warrant death: 


Thou art my heir; the reſt I wiſh thee gather: 


But yet be wary in thy ſtudicus care. 
Plan. Thy grave admoniſhments prevail with me: 

But yet methinks my father's execution 

Was nothing lefs than bloody tyranny. | 
Mor. With ſilence, nephew, be thou politic: 


Strong fixed is the houſe of Lancaſter, 


And, like a mountain, not to be re mov d. 


hs ax he at 
4 
R 
Plan. O uncle, of my young years 
did dus eatery he action of your your age ! 
Mart. Thou doſt then wrong me, as that flaught'rer 
Which giveth many wounds when one will kill. [doth 
Mourn not, exce _— 
Only give order 
And © farewel; and fois befal why 
And profp'rous be thy life, in peace and war! ry 
Plan. And peace, no war, befal thy parting 
In priſon haſt thou ſpent a pilgrimage, 
And, like a hermit, over-patt thy days. 
Well; I will Jock his counſel in my breaſt ; 
And what I do imagine, let that reſt. 
Keepers, convey him hence; and I myſelf 
Will ſee his burial better than his life. 
Here lies the duſſcy torch of Mortimer, 
Chok'd with ambition of the meaner ſort e. 
And for thoſe wrongs, thoſe bitter injuries, 
Which Somerſet hath ih offer'd to my houſe, 
I doubt not but with honour to redreſs. 
And therefore hafte I to the parliament ; 
Either to be reſtored to my blood, 


Or make my EO nf to aca. [Exit., 
ACT m. SCENE 1. 


thou forrow for 
y funeral. — 


The Parliament. 


Phuriſh. Enter King Henry, Exeter, Glouceſter, Win- 
chetter, Warwick, Somerſet, Suffolk, and Richard 


Plantagenet. Glozceſter offers to put up a bill: Min- 
_ ſnaiches it, and tears it. 


Win. Om'ſt thou with deep premeditated lines, 
Wich written pamphlets ſtudiouſly devis'd 2 


Humphry of Glo' ſter, if thou can'ſt accuſe, 


Or aught intend ſt to lay unto my charge, 


Do it without invention ſuddenly; 
Being made a tool by the Pereics and others to cane 


their 
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As I, with ſudden and extemporal ſpeech, 
Purpoſe to anſwer what thou can'ſt object. 


_ Glu. Preſumptuous prieſt, this place commands my 


rience ; 
Or thou ſhould'ſt find thou haſt diſhonour'd me. 


Think not, altho' in writing I preferr'd 


The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes, 
That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearſe the method of my pen. 
No, Prelate, fuch is thy audacious wickedneſs, 
Thy lewd, peſtif rous, and diſſentious pranks, 
The very infants prattle of thy pride. 


Thou art a mott pernicious ufurer, 


Froward by nature, enemy to peace, 

Laſcivious, wanton, more than well beſeems 

A man of thy prouteilion and degree. 

And for thy treach'ry, what's more manifeſt ? 

In that thou laid'ſt a trap to take my life, 

As well at London-bridge, as at the Tower. 

Beſide, I fear me, if thy thoughts were ſifted, 

The King thy fovercign is not quite exempt 

From envious malice of thy ſwelling heart. 
Win, Glo' iter, I do defy thee. Lords, vouchſafe 

To give me hearing what I ſhail reply. 

If I were covetous, p-rverſe, . ; 

As he will have me; how am I fo poor? 

How haps it then L ſeck net to = © cu 

Or raife myſelf, but keep my wonted calling ? 

Ard for — u ho preferreth peace 

More than I do ? except I be provok d. 

No, my good Lords, it is not that offends ; 


It is not that which hath incens'd the Duke: 


It is becauſe no one ſhould fway but he; 
No one but he ſhould be about the King ; | 
And that ingehders thunder in his breaft, 
And makes him roar theſe accuſations forth. 
Bur he ſhall know I am as god 
Glou As good? 
Thou baſtard of my grandfather! 
IWiz. Ay, lorely Sir; for what are you, I pray, 
But one imperious in another's throne ? 


Clan. Am not I then Protector, faucy prieſt ?. 


The Firft Part of Act 111. 
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Win. And am not I a Prelate of the church? 
Ghou. Yes, as an outlaw in a caſtle keeps, 
And uſes it to patronage his theft. 
Hin. Unrev'rend Glo'fter ! 
Clou. Thou art reverend 
Touching thy ſpiritual function, not thy life. 
Vin. This Rome fthall remedy. 
War. Roam thither then. 
Sam. My Lord, it were your duty to forbear. 
War. Ay, fee the Biſhop be not overborn. 
Sam. Methinks my Lord ſhould be religi 
And know the office that belongs to ſuch. 
War. Methinks his Lordthip hould be humbler then, 
Ir fitreth not a Prelate fo to plead. 
Sam. Yes, when his holy ſtare is touch'd fo near. 
Mar. State, holy or unbatlow'd, what of that? 
Is not his Grac Protector to the King? 


Rich, Plantagener, [ fee, muſt hold bis tongue; [ 4fide. 


Left it be ſaid, Speak, firrah, when you ſhould ; 
_* Muſt your bold verdict enter talk with Lords? 


Elſe would 1 have a fling at Wincheſter. 
X. Henry. Uncles of Glo'ſter, and of Wincheſter, 

The fpecial watchmen of our Engliſh weal ; 

I would prevail, if prayers might prevail, 

To join your hearts in love and anuty. 

Oh, what a fcandal is it to our crown, 

That two ſuch noble Peers as ye ſhould jar! 

Believe me, Lords, my tender years can tell, 

Civil diſſenſion is a vip'rous worm, 


That gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth. 


[7 noiſe within, Down with the tawny coats, 
R. Henry. What tumult's this? 


War. An uproar, I dare warrant, 
Begun thro* malice of the Biſhop's men. 


[.4 zoiſe again, Stones, Stones. 
SCENE IU. Ew Moo. 
Mayer. Ob, 22 and virtuous Henry, 


Pity the city London, pity 


The Bilbop and the Duke of Glo'ſter's men, | 
Forbidden late to carry any weapon, 


Have fill d their pockets full of pcbble-Rones x 


And, banding themſelves in contrary parts, 

Do pelt ſo faſt at one another's pates, X 
That many have their giddy brains knock'd out: 
Our windows are broke down ia every ſtreet, 
And we for fear compell'd to fhut our ſhops. 


Enter ſeveral in ſtirmiſb, with bloody pater. 
—_ charge you, on allegiance to our- 


To hold your flaught'ring hands, and keep the peace. 
Pray, — 2 Glo ſter, mitigate this — 
I Serv. Nay, if we be forbidden ſtones, we'll fall to 
it with our teeth. | 

2 Serv. Do what you dare, we are as reſolute. 

[Skirmiſh again. 

Glo. You of my houſhold, leave this peeviſh broil, 
And ſet this unaccuſtom'd fight aſide. 

2 Serv. My Lord, we know your Grace to be a man 
{ and upright ; and for your royal birth 

Interior to none but to his Majeſty: 

And ere that we will ſuffer fuch a prince, 

So kind a father to the common-weal, 

To be diſgraced by an inkhorn-mate ; 

We, and our wives, and children, all will fight, 

1 Serv. 3 OIIHET vas nails 
Shall pitch a when we are dead. [| Begin again. 
Chu. Stay, ſtay, I fay; | wy 
And if you love me, as you fay you do, 

Let me perſuade you to forbear a while. 


K. Henry. O, how this diſcord doth afflit my ſoul! 


Can you, my Lord of Wincheſter, behold 
My ſighs and tears, and will not once relent ? 
Who thould be pitiful, if you be not ? 
Or who ſhould ftudy to prefer a peace, 
If holy churchmen take delight in broils ? 

War. My Lord Protector, yield; yield, Wincheſter ; 
Except you mean with obſtinate repulſe : 
To ſlay your Sovereign, and deſtroy the realm. 
You ſee what miſchief, and what murther too, 
Hath been enacted through your enmity: 
Then be at peace, except ye thirſt for blood. 
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Min. He ſhall ſubmit, or I will never yield. 

Glan. Compaſſion on the King commands me ftoop, - 
Or I would ſee his heart out, ere the prieſt 
Should ever get that privilege of me. 

Har. Behold, ——_ Wincheſter, the Duke 
Hath baniſh'd — diſcontented fury, 

As by his ſmoothed brows it doth appear. 
Why "look you ſtill fo ſtern and tragical ? 

Clou. Here, Wincheſter, I offer thee my hand. | 
X. Henry. Fie, uncle Beaufort: I have heard you 
That malice was u great and grievous fin: [preach, 
And will not you maintain the thing you teach, 

But prove a chief offender in the fame ? 

Har. Sweet King! the Biſhop hath a kindly gird. 
For ſhame, my Lord of Wincheſter, relent ; 
What, fhall a child inſtruct you what to do? 

Min. Well, Duke of die mer, I will yield to thee; 
Love for thy love, and hand for hand, I give. 

Glou. Ay, but I fear me, with a hollow heart. 


See here, my friends and loving countrymen, 
This token ſerreth for a flag of truce 
Betwixt curſelves and all our followers. 
80 help me God as I diſſemble not 
Win. [ 4fide.] — 4 God as I intend it not. 
X. Henry. O loving n 
How j javfel cnn 8 mas by whe coatract ! 


Away, ” Tor non. trouble us no more ; 


But join in friendſhip, as your Lords have done. 


1 Serv. Content, I'll to the furgeon's. 
2 Serv, So will I. 
Dh 22 
— 
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Which in ee of — 
- We do exhibit to your Majefty. 


Glou. Well urg'd, my Lord of Warwick: : for, feet 
And if your Grace mark ev'ry circumſtance, [Prince, 
Yeo have greas renin ts de Rickerd aight » 
Eſpecially for thoſe occaſions 


At Eltham-place I told your Majefty. 
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K. Henry. And thoſe occaſions, uncle, were of force : 
Therefore, my loving Lords, our pleaſure is, 
That Richard be reſtored to his blood. 

Wear. Let Richard be reftore4 to his blood, 
So ſhall his father's wrongs be recompens'd. 

Wiz. As will the reft, fo willeth Wincheſter. 

K. Henry. If Richard will be true, not that alone, 


But all the whole inheritance 
That doth belong unto the Ei Vork, 
From whence you ſpring by lineal deſcent. 

Rich, Thy humble ſervant vows obedience, 
And faithful fervice, till the point of death. 


K. Henry. Stoop, then, and ſet your knee againſt my 


And in reguerdon of that duty done, [ foot, 


I gird thee with the valiant word of York. 
Rite, Richard, like a true Plantagenet, 
And rife created Princely Duke of Vork. 
Rich. And fo thrive Richard, as thy foes may fall! 
And as my duty ſprings, fo periſh they 
That grudge one thought againſt your Majeſty ! 
All. —— high Prince, the mighty Duke of Tork! 
Som, Periſh, baſe Prince, ignoble Duke of Tork! 


[4fpde, 

Clou. Now will it beſt avail your Majeſty -—- 

To croſs the ſeas, and to be crown'd in France: 

The preſence of a King ingenders love 

Among his fubjefts and his loyal friends, 

_ 8 lo'fter fa King Henry 
Henry. When Glo'fſter ſays the word, 

For friendly counſel cuts off many foes. [goes ; 
Glow, 9 1. 
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Which, in the time of Henry nam'd the Fifth, 
Was in the mouth of every babe; 
Henry born at Monmouth 1 


born at Windfor ſhould loſe all: 

plain, that Exeter doth with 
His days may finiſh ere that hapleſs time. LExit. 
SCENE XV. — . — 
Enter Joan la Pucelle dj 3K — 
Piucel. S „ 
Thro* which our policy muſt make a breach. 


Take heed, be wary, how you place your words ; 
Talk like the vulgar fort of market-men, 
That come to gather money for their corn. 


rung, 
Pucel. Now, Roan, I'll ſhake thy bulwarks to the 
ground, [Exeunt, 
Enter Dauphin, Baſtard, and Reignier. 
Dau. St Dennis bleſs this happy ftratagem ; 
And once again we'll ſleep ſecure in Roan. 

Baſt. Here enter'd Pucelle and her practiſants: 
Now ſhe is there, how will ſhe ſpecify 
Where is the beſt and ſafeſt paſſage in? 

Reig. By thruſting out a torch from yonder tow'r, 
Which, once diſcern'd, ſhews, that her meaning is, 
No way to chat (for weakneſs) which the enter d. 


— 
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Enter Joan 2 thruſting out @ torch 
burning. | 
Pucel. Behold, this is the happy wedding-torch, 
That joineth Roan unto her countrymen, 
But burning fatal to the Talbortites. 
Baſt. A Noble Charles, the beacon of our friend, 
The burning torch in yonder turret ſtands. 
Dau. Now {hines it like a comet of revenge, 
A prophet to the fall of all our foes. 
Reig. Defer no time, delays have dangerous nd; 
Enter, and cry, The Dauphin! preſently, 
And then do execution on the watch. 
[ in alarm; Talbot in an excurſion. 
TI. France, thou ſhalt rue this treaſon wich thy tears, 
If Talbot but ſurvive thy treachery. 
Pucelle, that witch, that damned ſorcereſs, 
Hath wrought this helliſh miſchief unawares, 
That hardly we eſcap'd the pride * of France. Exit. 


SCENE V. 


An alarm: Excurſions. Bedford brought in fel in « 
chair, Enter Talbot and Burgundy, without ; au- 


in, Joan la Pucelle, Dauphin, Baſtard, and Alan- 
ſon, on the walls. 


Pucel. Good-morrow, gallants, want ye corn for 

I think the Duke of Burgundy will fait, [bread ? 

Before he Il buy again at ſuch a rate. 

"Twas full of darnel; do you like the taſte ? 

Burg. Scoff on, vide fend, and ſhameleſs courtezan ! 

I truſt ere long to choke thee with thine own, 

And make thee curſe the harveſt of that corn. 
Dau. Y our Grace may ſtarve, perhaps, before that time. 
Bed. Oh, let not words, bat deeds, revenge this treafon ! 
Pucel. What will you do, good orey-beard ? break a 

And run a tilt at death within a chair? Tlance, 
Tal. Foul ſiend of France, and hag of all deſpight, 

Incompals'd with ty luſtful paramours, 

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age, 


And twit with cowardice 2 man half-dead? 
7. e. haugltty power. 


| Cod ſpeed the par "Wa, who ſhall be the 


Or elſe reproach be Talbot's greateſt fame ! 
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Damicl, I'll have a bout with you again, 
Or elſe let Talbot periſh with his ſhame. 

Pucel. Are you ſo hot? yet, Pucelle, hold thy peace; 
If Talbot do but thunder, rain will f 

[They whiſper ts ether in — 

er ? 

Tal. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the field ? 

Pucel. Belike your Lordthip takes vs then for fools, 
To try if that our own be ours, or no. 

Tal. I ſpeak not to that railing Hecate ; 
But unto thee, Alanſon, and the reſt. 
Will ye, like foldiers, come and fight it out ? 

Alan, Seignior, no. 

Tal. Seignior, hang :—baſe muleteers of France! 
Like peafant dos do they keep the walls, 
And dare not take up arms like gentlemen. 

Pucel. Captains, away ; let's „ 
For Talbot means no goodneſs by his looks. 
God be wi' you, my Lord; we came, Sir, but to tell you 
That we are here. [Exeunt from the wall; . 


Tal. And there will we be too ere it be | 


Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy houſe, 


Prick ' d on by public wrongs fuſtain'd in France, 


Either to get the town again or die. 
And I as fure as Englith Henry lives, 


And as his father here was conqueror, 


As fure as in this late-betrayed town 

Great Cœur- de- lion's heart was buried; 

So fure I ſwear to get the town or die. | 
Burg. My vows are equal partners with thy vows, 
Tal. But ere we go, regard this dying prince, 

The valiant Duke of Bedford : come, my Lord, 

We will beftow you in ſome better place, 

Fitter for ſickneſs and for crazy age. 

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not fo diſhonour me : 

Here I will fit before the walls of Roan, 

And will be partner of your weal and woe. 


Burg. Courageous Bedford, let us now perſuade you. 


Ped. Not to be gone from hence : for once I read, 
That ſtout Pendragon, in his litter fick, 


Came to the field, and vanquiſhed his focs, 
Vor. IV. ns 
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374 The Firſt Part of Act 111. 
Methinks I ſhould revive the ſoldiers'“ hearts; 
Becauſe I ever fourd them as my ſelf. 
Tal, Undaunted ſpirit in a dying breaſt ! 
Then be it fo; heav'ns keep old Bedford ſafe! 
And now no more ado, brave Purpundy, 
But gather we our forces out of hand, 
And tet upon our boaſting enemy. [Exzt. 
An alarm: Excurfions. Enter Sir John Falſtaff, and 
a Captain. 
Capt. Whither awav, Sir John Falſtaff, in fach hatte ? 
Fal. Whither away? to fave myſelf by flight. 
We are like to hav the orerthrow again. 
Capt. What! will you fly, and leave Lord Talbot? 
Faul. Ay, all the Lalbots in the world to fave my life. 
F Exe. 


Capt. Cowardly Knight, ill fortune follow thee! Er. 
Retreat: Excurſions. Pucelle, Alanſon, and Douptir iy. 


Bed. Now, quiet foul, depart when Heaven ſhalt 
For I have ſeen our enemies overthrow. [pleaſe ; 
What is the truft or ftrength of foolih man? 
They that of late were daring with their ſcoffs, 

Are glad and fain by flight to fave themſelves. | 
5 [ Dies ; aud it carried off in his chair, 


SCENE VI. Within the walls of Roan. 


An alarm: Enter Talbot, Burgundy, and the re. 
Tal. Loft and recover'd in a day again? | | 
This is a doable honcur, Burgyndys 
Act heav'ns have glory for this victory ! 3 
Burg. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy 
Inſiuines thee in Eis heart, and there erects 
Thy voble deeds as valour's monuments. 
Tal. Thanks, zeotle Duke. But where is Pucelle now? 
I think her old familiar is aſleep, | 
Now where's the Eaiard's braves, and Charles his glikes ? 
What, all a-mort? Roan hangs her head for grief, 
That ſuch a valiant company are fled. 
Mow we will take ſome order in the town, 


* 


* 


Sc. 7. King Henry VI. 37s 


And then depart to Paris to the King; 

For there young Henry with his Nobles lies. 
Burg. What wills Lord Talbot, pleaſeth Burgundy. 
Tal. But yet before we go, let's not forget 

The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deccas d; 

But fee his exequies fulfill'd in Roan. | 

A braver foldier never cunched launce, 

A gentler heart did never fway in court. 

But kings and mightie!t potentates mat die, 

For that's the end of human miſery,  * [Excunt. 


X & © © TS © 


Enter Daupi in, Baftard, Alanſon, and Joan la Pucelle. 


Pucel. Diſmay not, Princes, at this accident, 
Nor grieve that Roan is ſo recovered. 
Care is no cure, but rather currofire, 

For things that are not to be remedy'd. 


Let franc Talbot triumph fur a while, 


And, like a peacock, ſweep along his tail; 
We l pull his plumes and take away his train, 
If Dauphin and the reſt will be but rul d. 
Dau. We have been guided by thee hitherto, 
And of thy cunning had no diffidence. 
One ſudden foil ſhall never breed diſtruſt. 
Baſt. Search out thy wit for ſecret policies, 
And we will make thee famous through the world. 
Alan. We'll fet thy ſtatue in ſome hollow place, 
And have thee reverenc'd like a bleſſed aint 
Employ thee then, ſweet virgin, for cur good. | 
Pucel. Then thus it muſt be, this dotu Toan deviſe: 
By fair per ſuaſions mix'd with ſugar'd words, 
We will entice the Duke of Burgundy 
To leave the Talbor, and to follow us. 
Dau. Ay, marry, fweeting, if we cou'd do that, 
France were no place for Henry's warriors ; 
Nor ſhall that nation boaſt it fo with us, 
But be extirped from our provinces. | 
Alan. For ever ſhould they be expuls'd from France, 
And not have title of an earldom here. 
Pucel. I aur Honours ſhall perceive how. 
117 
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376 Tie Firft Part of Act 111. 
To bring this matter to the wiſhed end. 
Drum beats afar cf. 
Hark, by the ſound of drum you may perceive 
Their powers are marching unto Paris-ward. 
[ Here beat an Engliſh march. 
There goes the Talbot with his colours ſpread, 
And all the troops of Engliſh after him. 
Now in the rercward comes the Duke and his : 
[ French march, 
Fortune, in favour, makes him lag behind; 
Summon a . we will talk with him. 
[ Trumpets und a parle. 


SCENE vm. Enter the Dube af Burgundy marching, 
Dan. A parley with the Duke of Burgundy. 
a Who craves a parley with the Burguady ? 

Pucel. The Princcly Charles of France, thy country- 

man. 

Burg. What fay'ft thou, Charles? for I am march- 

ing hence. 
Dau. Speak, Pucelle, and inchant him with thy words. 

Pucel. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France 
*. let thy humble ſpeak to thee. 

rg. Speak on, but be not over- tedious. 

Pub; Look on thy country, look on fertile France; 
And fee the cities and the towns defac'd 
By waſting ruin of the cruel foe. | 
As looks the mother on her lovely babe, 

When death doth cloſe his tender dying eyes; 

See, fee the pining malady of France, 

_ Benold the wounds, the moſt unnat'ral wounds, 
Wich thou thyſelf haſt given her woful breaft. 

Oh, turn thy cdged ſword another way; 

Strike thoſe that hurt, and hurt not thoſe that help. 
One drop of blood drawn from thy country's boſom, 
Should giieve thee more than ſtreams of common gore; 
Return thee therefore with a flood of tears, 

And wach away thy country's ftained ſpots. 

Burg. Either the hath bewitch d me wich her words, 
Or nature makes me ſuddenly relent. 


Pucel. Beſides, all French and France exclaim on thee ; 


Doubting thy birth, and lawful progeny. 
Whom Jon i thou with, but with a lordly nation 
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Forgive me, country and fweet countrymen ; 


| So farewel, Talbot, I'll no longer truſt thee. 


Sc. 9. King Henry VI. 1 
That will not truſt thee but for profit's fake ? 1 
When Talbot hath fet footing once in France, | 
And fatlion'd thee that inſtrument of ill; 
Who then but Englith Henry will be Lord, 
And thou be thruft out like a fugitive ? 
Call we to mind and mark but this for proof; 
Was not the Duke of Orleans thy foe? 
And was not he in England priſoner ? 
But when they heard he was thine enemy, 
They fer him free without his ranſom 
Ia iche of Burgundy and all his friends. 
See, then, thou fight'it againſt thy countrymen, 
And join'ſt with them will be thy flaughter-men. 
Come, come, return; return, thou wand'ring Lord; 
Charles and the reſt will take thee in their arms. 

Burg. I'm vanquiſhed. Theſe haughty words of her's 
Have batter'd me like roaring 5 
And made me almoſt yield upon my knees. 


And, Lords, accept this hearty kind embrace. 


My forces and my pow'r of men are yours. 


| Pacel. Done like a Frenchman : turn, and turn a- 
gain“. 
Dau. Welcome, brave Duke ! thy friendſhip makes 
us freſh. 
Baß. And doth beget new courage in cur breaſts, 
aun. Pucelle hath bravely play d her part in this, 
And doth deſerve a corcnet of gold. 
Dau. Now, let us on, my Lords, and join our powere, 
And ſeck how we may prejudice the foe. [Exeunt. 


SCENE IX. Changes to Paris. | 

Euter Xing Henry, Glouceſter, Wincheſter, York, Saf- 

folk. Come rf:t, Warwick, Exeter, Ce. To them 
Talbot, with bis Seldiers. 


Tel. My gracious Prince, and honourable Peers, 
Hearing of your arrival in this realm, 
I have a while giv" a truce unto my wars, 


This ſcems to be an offering of the poct to his royal miſtreꝶ 


reſentment, for Henry the IV.'s laſt great turn iu religion, in che 
Year 1393. 
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To do my duty to my ſovereign. 
In ſign whereof, this arm (that hath reclaim'd 
To your obedience fifty fortreiſes, 
Twelve cities, and fev'n walled towns of 
Beſide five hundred priſoners of efteem) 
Lets fall the ſword before your Highneſs' feet; 
And, with ſubmiſſive loyalty of heart, 
Aſcribes the glory of his conqu ſt got, 
Firſt to my God, and next unto your Grace. 
K. Henry. Is this the fam'd Lord Talbot, uncle Glo'ſter 
That hath ſo long been reſident in France? 
Gl:u, Yes, if it pleaſe your Majeſty, my Liege. 
X. Henry. Welcome, brave Captain, and victorious 
When I was young, (as yet I am not old), [Lord. 
I do remember how my father ſaid, 
A itouter champion never handled fword. 
Long ſince we were refolved of your truth, 
Your faithful fervice and your toil in war; 
Yer never have you taſted your reward, 
Or been reguerdon'd with fo much as thanks, 
Becauſe till now we never ſaw your face: 
We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury, 
And in our coronation take your place, [Exennt. 


Manent Vernon and Baſſet. 
Ver. Now, Sir, to you that were ſo hot at ſea, 
Diſgracing of theſe colours that I wear 
In honour of my Noble Lord of York; 
Dar'f thou maintain the former words thou ſpak't ? 
Baf. Yes, Sir, as well as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your ſaucy tongue 
Againſt my Lord the Duke of Somerſet. 
Ver. Surah, thy Lord I honour as he is. 
Baſ. Why, what is he ? as good a man as York. 
Ver. Hark ye; not fo: in witneſs take you that. 
s * [Strikes him. 
Baf. Villain, thou know'ſt the law of arms is ſuch, 
That whoſo draws a fword in th” preſence, 't's death, 
Or elſe this blow ſhould broach thy deareſt blood, 
Bur I'll unto his Majefty, and crave | 
I may have liberty to venge this wrong, 
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Se. t. King Henry VI. 379 

When thou ſhalt ſee 1 Il meet thee to thy coſt. 
Ver. Well, miſcreant, I Il be there as foon as you, 

And after meet you fooner than you would. [ Exeurt. 


SET W CECKHS L 
Paris. 


Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, Winchefter, York, 
Suffolk, Somertet, Warwick, Talbot, Exeter, aud 
Governor of Paris. 


Glau. Ord Biſhop, ſet the crown upon his head. 


Wir. God fave King Henry, of that name 
the Sixth ! 


GCl:u. Now, Governor of Paris, take your oath, 
That you ele& no other King but him ; 
Efteem none fricads but fuch as are his friends, 


And none your foes but fuch as thall pretend 
Malicious practices againſt his ſtate. 


This ſhall ye do, GUS mw righteous God ! 
Enter Falſtaff. 
Fal. My gracious Sovereign, as I rode from Calais 


To haſte unto your coronation, 
A letter was deliver'd to my hands, 


Writ to your Grace from th* Duke of Burgundy. 
Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy and thee ! 

I vow'd, baſe Knight, when I did meet thee next, 

To tear the garter from thy craven leg, 

Which I have done; becauſe 

Thou watt inftalled in that high degree. 

Pardon me, Princely Henry, and the reſt: 

This daſtard, be Poitiers, 

When but in all I was fix thouſand ftrong, 

And that the French were almoſt ten to one, 

Before we met, or that a ſtroke was given, 

Like to a truſty ſquire did run away. 

In which aſſault we loſt twelve — 

M,yſelf and divers gentlemen beſide 

Were there ſurpris d, and taken priſoners. 
Then judge, great Lords, if I have done amiſs 

Or whether that ſuch cowards onght to wear 
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This ornament of kniglichood, yea, or no? 

Glow. Lo fav the truth, this fact was infamous, 
And ill beſcem:ng any common man; 

Mach more a Knight, a Captain, and a Leader. 
Tal. When firit this order was ordain'd, my Lords, 
Knights of the Garter were of noble birth; 
 Vaiiant and virtuous, full of haughty courage ; . 
Such as were grown to credit by the wars; 
Not fearing death, nor ſhrinking for viltrefs, 
Hut always reſotute in moſt extremes. 

He then that is not furniſh'd in this fort, 

Doth but uſurp the facret name of Knight, 
Profaning this moſt honourable order; 

And ſhou d, if I were worthy to be judge, 

Be quite degradod, like a hedge- born ſwain 
That doth preiume to boaſt of gentle blood. 

K. Henry. Stam to thy counttymea ! thou hear ſt thy 
Be packing therefore, thou that wait a Knight; ¶ doom 
Henceforth we banith thee on pain of death. ¶ Exit Faltt. 
And now, my Lord Protector, view the letter 
Sent from our uncle Duke of Burgundy. 

Clou. What means his Grace, that he hath chang'd 
his ſtule ? 
No more but plain and bluntly, Ju the Reading. 
Hath he forgot he is his Sovereign ? Py 
Or doth this churhſh fa 
Portend fome alteration in good-will ? 2 


What's here? F have upon efpecial canſe, (Reads. | 


Mord with compaijion of my country's wreck, 
Together with the pitiful complaints. 

Of juch as your oppreſſion fees upon, 

Ferſuten your pernicivus fattion, 

And join d with Charles the rightful King of France. 
O monftrous treachery ! can this be ſo ? 

That in alliance, amity, and vaths, 

There ſhould be found fuch-falſe diff: e? 
K. 3 What! doth my uncle Par 4. rerolt? 
Glou. He duth, my Lord, and is become your foe. 
X. Henry. Is that the worſt this letter doth contain? 
Gloy. It is the worſt, and all, my Lord, he writes. 


X. Henry. Why then, Lord Talbot there ſhall kl 
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Sc. 2. King Henry VI. 38· 
My Lord, how ſay you, are you not content? 
Tal. Content, my Liege? yes: but that I am pre- 
vented, 
I ſhould have begg'd I might have been employ'd. 

K. Henry. Then gather ſtrength, and march unto him 
Let him perceive how ill we brook his treaſon, [ ſtrait: 
And what offence it is to flout his friends. 

Tal. | go, my Lord, in heart deſiring ſtill 
You may behold confuſion of your fozs. [Exit Talbot. 


SCENE II. Euter Vernon and Baſſet. 


Fer. Grant me the combat, gracious Sovereign. 
Baſ. And me, my Lord, grant me the combat too. 
York. This is my fervant ; hear him, Noble Prince. 
Sam. And this is mine; fweer Henry, favour him. 


K. "—— Be patient, Lords, and give them leave to 


Say, a what makes you thus exchaim ? 
And wherefore crave you combat ? or with whom ? 
Ver. With him, my Lord, for he hath done me wrong, 
Baſ. And I with him, for he hath done me wrong. 
K. Henry. What is the wrong whereon you both com- 
Firſt let me know, ns (how T8 uns yoo. [plain ? 
Baſe. Croſling the fea from England into France, 
This fellow here, with envious, carping tongue, 
Upbraided me about the rofe I wear; | 
Saying, the ſanguine colour of the leaves 
Did repreſent my maſter's bluſhing cheeks ; 
When ſtubbornly he did repugn the truth 
About a certain queſtion in the law, 24 
Argu'd hankes ts Duke of York and him; 
With other vile and i 1 
e 
And in defence of my Lord's 9 
I crave the beneſit of law of arms. 
Jer. And that is my petition, Noble Lord: 
For tho” he ſeem, with forged quaint conceit, 
To ſet a gloſs upon his bold intent; 
Yet know, my Lord, I was provok'd by him; 
And he firſt took exceptions at this badge, 
Pronouncing, that the palencſs of this flow'r 
W 
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Vork. Will not this malice, Somerſet, be left? 
Sam. Your private grudge, my Lord of York, will out, 

Though ne'er fo cunningly you fawther it. 

K. , Anda Good Lord! what madneſs rules in brain- 
When, for fo ſlight and frivolous a cauſe, [fick men 
Such factions emulations ſhall arife ! 

Good coultns both of York and Somerfet, 

Quiet yourfelves, I pray, and be at peace. 

Fork. Let this diſſenſion firſt be try d by ſight, 

And then your Highneſs ſhall command a peace. 

Sam. The quarrel toucheth none but us alone ; 

Betwixt ourſelves let us decide it then. 

Tri. There is r accept it, Somerſct. 
Fer. Nay, let it reſt where it began at ſirſt. 

 Baſ. Contirm it fo, mine Honourable Lord. 
lau. Confirm it fo! confounded be your ftrife, 

And periſh ye with your audacious prate; 


Preſumptuous vaſſals! are you not aham'd 
With chis immodeſt clamorous outrage 


; To trouble and diſturb the King and us? 
Aud you, my Lords, merhinks you do not well 
To bear with their perverſe objections ; 
dud dib-w ——— 
To raife a mutmy betwixt ves. 
Let me perſuade ou, take a better courſe. 
Exe. It grieves his Highneſs; good my Lords, be 
friends. 


X. Henr:. Come hirher, you that wou'd be combatants. 
Henceforth I charge you, as you love our favour, 
Quite to forget this quarrel, and the cauſe. h 
And you, my Lords, remember where we are : 

France; amongſt a fickle, wavering nation. 

If they perceive dſfenſion in our looks, 
And that within ourſelves we difagree, 
How will their grudging ſtomachs be provok'd 
To wilfal — and rebel 
Beſide, what infamy will there ariſe, 
Wen foreign Princes ſhall be certify'd, 
That for a toy, a thing of no regard, 
King Henry's Peers and chief Nobility 
Deſtroy d themſelves, and loſt the realm of France 
O, thiak upon the conqueſt of my father, | 


Sc. 2. Ring Henry VI. 283 
My tender years, and let us not fore 

That for a trifle which was bought with blood. 

Let me be umpire in this doubtful ſtrife. 

I fee no reaſon, if I wear this roſe, 

That any — thould there fore be ſuſpicious 

I more wcline to Somerſet than York. | 

Both are my kinſmen, and I love them both. 

As well they may upbraid me with my crown, 
Becauſe, forfooth, the King of Scots is crown'd. 
But your diſeretions better can perſuade, 

Than JI am able to inſtruct or teach: 

And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 

So let us ſtul continue peace and love. 

Couſin of York, we inftiture your Grace 

To be our Regent in cheſe paits of France: 
Ard, good my Lord of Somerſet, unite 

Your troops of horſcmen with his bands of fot : 
And, like true fubj<&s, ſons of your 9 
Go chearfully together, and digctt 

Your angry choler on your enemies. 

Ourſelf, my Lord Protector, and the reſt, 

After ſome reſpite, will return to Calais; 

From thence to England: where I hope cre long 
To be preſented, by your victories, 

With Charles, Alanſos, and that trait'rous rout. 


T Flourith., Eceunt. 
Nlanent York, Waruicd, Exeter, and Vernon, 


War. My Loid of Vork, I prowife you, the King 
Prettily, methought, did play the orator. 

Tort. And fo he did; but yet I like it not, 
In that he wears the badge of Somerfer. 

Ilar, Tuſh, that was but his fancy, blame kim not: 
I dare preſume, fweet Prince, he thought no harm. 

York. And if I wis, he did. But let it reſt; 
Other affairs muſt now be managed. Treas, 


TEE © oe 
Exe. Well didſt thou, Richard, to ſuppreſs thy voice: 
For had the paſſions of thy heart burit out, 
J fear we ſhould have feen decypher d there 
More ranc'rous jp:yht, more furious raging broils, 
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Than yet can be imagin'd or ſuppos'd. 

But ho ſoe er, no ſimple man that fees 

This jarring difcord of Nobility, 

"This thould'ring of each other in the court, 

This factious bandying of their favourites, 

But that he doth preſage ſome ill event. 

Tis much, when ſceptres are in childrens” hands; 

But more, when envy breeds unkind dirifon : 


There comes the ruin, there begins confuſion. [ Exit. 


SCENE m. Befire the walls of Brurdeaus. 
Enter Talbot with trumpets and drumt. 


Tal. Go to the gates of Bourdeaux, trumpeter, 
Summon their General urto the wall, [ Sounds. 


Enter General, alaſt. : 


Englith John Talbot, Captains, calls you forth, 
Servant in arms to Harry King of England; 
And thus he weuld ——Open your city-gates, 
Be humbled to us, call my ſovereign yours, 
And do him homage as obedient fubjects, 

And I'll withdraw me and my bloody pow's. 
But if you frown upon this proffer'd peace, 
You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 
Lean famine, quartering ſteel, and climbing fire: 
Who in a moment even with the earth 

Shall lay your ſtately and air-braving tow'rs, 
If you forſake the offer of their love. 

Gen, Thou ominous and fearful owl of death, 
Our nation's terror, and their bloody ſcourge ! ! 
The period of thy tyranny approacheth. 

On us thou canſt not enter, but by death; 
For I proteſt we are well fortify'd, | ” 
And ftrong enough to iſſue out and fight. | Tha 
| 1 
Tha 


If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed, 
Stands with the ſnares of war to tangle thee, , | 

On either hand thee, there are ſquadrons pitch'd To 
To wall thee from the liberty of flight; 

And no way eanſt thou turn thee for redreſs, 
But death doth front thee with apparent ſpoil, 
And pale pans meets thee in the face. 


Ic. 4. King FKenry VI. 
Ten thouſand French have wen the facrament, 
To rive their dangerous artillery 

Upon no Chriftian foul but Engliſh Talbot. 

Lo! there thou ſtand'ſt, a breathing valiant mas, 
Of an invincible, unconquer d ſpirit : 

This is the lateſt glory of thy praiſe, 

That I thy enemy dew thee withal ; 

For ere the glaſs that now begins to run 

Finiſh the proceſs of this fandy hour, 

Theſe eyes that fee thee now well coloured, 


Shall ſee thee wither's, bloody, pale, and dead. 
[ Drum afar . 

Hark! hark! the Dauphin's drum, a warning-bell, 
Sings heavy muſic to thy tim'rous foul ; 
And mine ſhall ring thy dire departure out. 

[Exit from the walls. 
Tal. He fables not : I hear the enemy. 
Out, ſome light horſemen, and peruſe their wings. 
O, negligent and heedlefs difciphine ! 
How are we park'd and bounded in a pale ! 
A little herd of England's tim rous deer, 
Maz'd with a velping kennel of French curs. 
If we be Engliſh deer, be then in blood; 
Not raſcal-like to fall down with a 
Bur rather moody, 22 
Tes ate bk of But. 
And make the cowards ſtand aloof at bay. 
God and St George, Talbot, and England's right, 


Proſper our colours in this dangerous fight ! [ Exenaz. 
SCENE IV. Another part of France. 
Enter a Meſſerger, that meets Tork. Eater York, wvitþ 

trumpet and many ſoldiers. 
Fort. Are not the ſpeedy ſcouts return d again, 
That dogg'd the mighty army of the Dauphin ? 
Me. They are return'd, my Lord, and give it out 
That he is march'd to Bourdeaux with his pow'r, 


To fight with Talbot; . 


* aloof at bay. 
oy man has Bas Ger as aan. 


| — nry friends. 
Ged St George, Cc. 
Vos. IV. E k 
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By your chpyals were diſcovered 
Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led, [deaux. 
Which join'd with him, and made their march for Bour- 
Tork. A plague ugen that vilhia Semcrier, 
That thus delays my promiſed ſupply 
Of horſemen that were levicd for this fiege ! 
Renowned Talbot doth expect my aid, 
And I am lowted by a traitor villain, 
And cannot help the noble chevalier : 
Ged comfort him in this neceſſity 
If he miſcarry, farewel wars in France. 
Enter Sir William Lucy. 

Lucy. Thou princely leader of our | 
Never fo needful on the earth of 1 
Spur to the reſcue of the Noble Talbot; 

Who now is girdled with a waſte of iron, 

And hemm d about with grim deſtruction: 

To Bourdeaux, warlike Duke; to Bourdeaux, York ! 
Elſe farewel, Talbot, France, and England's honour. 
| Terk. O God! that Somerſet, who in proud heart 
Dub Gap mp ccnain e 

So ould we fave a valiant gentleman, 

By forfeiting a traitor and a coward, 

ad ire and wrathful fury makes me weep, 

That thus we die while remiſs traitors ſleep. 

Lacy. O, Gnd oe Lood ! 

Teri. He dies, we loſe; I break my warlike word: 
We mourn, France files ; we loſe, they daily get: 
All long of this vile traitor Somerſet. 

Lacy. Then God take mercy on brave Talbot's foul, 
And on his fon young John! whom, two hours fince, 
J met in travel towards his warlike father. 4 
This fev'n years did not Talbot fee his fon, 

And now they meet where both their lives are done. 

York. Alas! what joy ſhall Noble Talbot have, 
To bid his young fon welcome to his grave! 

Away ! vexation almoſt ſtops my breath, 

— 2 wont bs the have of Grad. 
Lucr, fuewel; no more my fortune can, 

Bur + u the cant; cannot aid the man. 

Maine. BY: 7 Poictiers, and Tours, are won away, 
Long all 0: bb LExit, 
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Lacy. Thus while the vulture of fedition 
Feeds in the boſom of ſuch great commanders, 
| ag. Jon 11 
The conqueſts of our ſcarce- cold conqueror, 
That ever-living man of memory, 
Henry the Fifth While they each other croſs, 
Lives, honours, lands, and all, Rady ws tab. [Exit. 


SCENE v. Auncther part of France. 


Enter Somerſet, with his army. 


Som. It is too late; I cannot ſend them now: 
This expedition was by York and Talbot 
Too raſhly plotted. All our gen'ral force 
Might with a fally of the very town 
Be buckled with, The over-daring Talbot 
Hath ſullied all his gloſs of former honour 
By this unheedful, defp'rate, wild adventure. 
York ſet him on to fight, and dic in ſhame, 
That, Talbot dead, great York might bear the name, 
Capt. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me 
Set from our o'cr-match'd forces forth for aid. 


Som, ü ſent ? 
Lacy. Whither, my Lord? From bought and fold Lo: 
Who, wring'd about with bold adverſity, Talbot; 


Cries out ſur Noble York and Somerſet. 
To beat 


afſailing death from his weak legions. 


And while the honourable Captain 
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Lacy. And York as faſt upon your Grace exclaims ; 
Swearing, that you with-hold his levied horſe, 

Collected for this ex 


Som. York lyes: he might have ſent, and had the 


I owe him little duty, and leſs love, [horſe : 
And take foul ſcorn to fawn on him by 

Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force of France, 
Hath now intrapt the noble-minded Talbot: 

Never to England ſhall he bear his life ; 
Bur dies, betray'd to fortune by your ſtrife. 

Som. Come, go; I will diſpatch the horſemen ftrait : 
Within fix hours they will be at his aid. 

Lacy. Too late comes reſcue; he is ta'en or lain; 
For fly he could not, if he would have fled : 
And fly would Talbot never, though he might. 
Som. If he be dead, brave Talbot, then adieu ! 
Lacy. His fame lives in the world, his ſhame in you, 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. * 


Enter Talbot, and bis fon. 


Tal. O young Joks Talker, did fend for thee 
To tutor thee in ® of war; 


danger. 

. 

And e den tho ſhake eſcape | 

Zy ſudden flight. Come y not; be gone. 
Jabs. Is my name Talbot ? and am I your fog ? 

And thall I fly? O! if you love my mother, | 

Diſnonour not her honourable name, 

To make a baſtard and a flave of me. 

The world will fay, he is not Talbots blood, 

That baſely fied when Noble Talbot ſtood. 
Tal. Fly, to revenge my death if I be flain. 


* — — 
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Tal. If we both ſtay, we both are ſure to die. 

Fobn. Then let me ſtay, and, father, do you fly. 
Your loſs is great, ſo your regard 3 
My worth unknown, no loſs is known in me. 
Gus ay hed the Fred exe ſale dxf; 
In your's they will, in you all hopes are loſt. 
Flight cannot ſtain the honour you have won : 
But mine it will, that no exploit have done. 
You fled for vantage, ev'ry one will ſwear : 
But if I bow, they 'll fay it was for fear. 
There is no hope that ever I will ſtay, 
I the felt hows I oiak and rum away. 
Here, on my knee, | beg mortality 5 
Rather than life preferv'd with infamy. 
Tal. ——————— 
John. Ay, rather than I'll ſhame my mother's womb, 
Tal. Upon my blefhng I command thee go. 
Fobn. To fight I will, but not to fly the foe. 
Tal. Part of thy father may be far'd in thee. 
Jahn. No part of him but will be ſhame in me. 
Tal. Thou never had renown, nor canſt not loſe it. 
Fohn. Yes, your renowned name; ſhall ff ght abuſcit? 
Tal. bs 4 ather's charge ſhall clear thee from that 


7:hn. You cannot witneſs for me, being ſlain. 
If death. be fo apparent, then both fly. 
Tal. And leave my followers here to fight, and die ? 
My age was never tainted with ſuch ſhame. 
Fan. And ſhall my youth be guilty of ſuch blame? 
No more can I be fever'd from your fide, 
Than can yourſelf yourſelf in twain divide. 
Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I; 
For live I will not, if my father die. 
Tal. SR Le ann of tne, ü 
Born to eclipſe thy life this afternoon. 
Come, fide by fide, together live and die, 
And foul with foul from France to heaven fly. [ Excunt. 


Alarm: excurſions, wherein Talbot's ſon is hemm'd 
about, and Talbot reſcues him. 


Tal. St George, and victory! hight, ſoldiers, ſigkt. 
„ 
3 
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The Regent hath wich Talbot broke his word, 
And left us to the rage of France's ſword. 
Where is John Talbot? Pauſe, and take thy breath; 
I gave thee life, and reſeu d thee from death. 
Johr. O, twice my father! twice am I thy ſon. 
The life thou gar 'ſt me firſt, »— 1,04; Sox 
Till with thy warlike fword, 
To my determin'd time thou gav 
Tal. When from the Dauphin's creſt thy fword firuck 
It warm'd thy father's heart with proud defire [ fire, 
Of bold- fac d victory. Then leaden age, 
Quicken'd with youthful ſpleen and warlike rage, 
Bear down Alanſon, Orleans, Burgundy, 


pri 

The ireful baſtard Orleans, that drew blood 
From thee, my boy, and had the maidenhood 
Of thy feſt fight, I ſoon encountered; 
And, interchanging blows, I quickly ſhed 

Some of his baſtard Blood . and in diſgrace 

Beſpoke him thus. Contaminated, baſe, 

And miſbegotten blood IT ſpill of thine, 

Mean and right poor, for that pure blood of mine, 
Which thou didſt force from Talbot, my brave boy 
Here, purpoſing the baſtard to deſtroy, \ 
Came in Arong re Speak, thy father's care, 
Art not thou weary, Pan? how doſt thou fare? 
Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, . 

Na thou art ſeal'd the fon of chivalry ? 

Fly, to tevenge my death, when I am dead ; 

The help of one ſtanda me in Ittle ſtead. 

Oh, too much folly is it, well I wor, 
To hazard all our kves in one ſmall boat. 

Tf | ro-day die not with Frenchmens rage, 

Ta- morrow I ſhall die with mickle age. 

By me they nothing gain; and if Ltay, 
Tis but the ſhort' ning of my life one day. 
In thee thy mother dies, our houſhold”s name, 
Ny death's revenge, thy youth, and England's fame. 
All theſe, and more, we hazard by thy ſtay; 
All theſe are far d if thou wilt fly away. 
abr. The ford of Orkans ea 
Pele wards of your's draw fe- blood from my heart. 
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Se. 9. 
Out on that vantage 
To fave a 
Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 
The coward horſe that bears me, fall and die ! 
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bought with fuch a ſhame, 
palery le, and flay fame ! 


And like me to the peaſant-boys of France, 
To be ſhame's fcorn, and ſubject of miſchance. 
Surely, by all the glory you have won, 
An' if I fly, I an ces idard fro! 
Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot; 
If fon to Talbot, die at Talbor's foot. 
Tal. Then follow thou thy deſy rate fire of Crete. 
Thou Icarus ! thy _— 
H thou wilt fght, fight by thy 's hde ; 
9 + cot '4, let's die in pride. [Execnt. 
SC EN E VI. 
Alarm: excurſions. Enter old Talbot, led. 
Tal. Where is my other life ? mine own is gone. 
O! where's young Talbot ? where is valiant Joha ? 
Triumphant Death, fmear'd with captivity ! 
Young Talbot's valour makes me ſmile at thee. 
When he percetv'd me ſhrink, and on my knee, 
His bloody fword he brandiſſi d over me; 
And, like a hungry lion, did commence 
Rough deeds of rage, and ſtern i 
But when my angry guardant flood alone, = 
'Fend'ring my ruin, and affail'd of none, 0 
Dizzy- ey d fury and great rage of heart 8 
Suddenly made him from my ſide to ſtart, 
Into the cluſt' ring battle of the French: 
And, in that fea of blood, my boy did drench 
His over-mounting fpirit ; and there dy d 
My Icarus! my A. Eu in his pride ! 


Euter John Talbot, borne. 


Serv. — Lond lo! where your ſon is borne. 
Tal. Thou antic Death, which laugh'ft us here to 


Anon, from thy inſulting tyranny, [ ſcorn, 
Coupled in boads of 


perpetuity, 
To Talbots winged through the lither ſky, 
1a thy Gipight, 28 
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O thou, whoſe wounds become hard-favour'd death, 
Speak to thy father ere thou yield thy breath. * 
Come, come, and lay him in his father's arms; 
My ſpirit can no longer bear theſe harms. ; 
Soldiers, adieu ! I have what I would have, 
— tay 
= 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
Continues near Bourdeaux * 
* ER THOR. Bios oof Fo 


RO AD York and Somerſet brought reſcue in, 
H We ſhould have found a bloody day of this. 
Baſt. How the young whelp of Talbot's raging brood 
Did leib his puny kund in Frenchmens' blood ! 
Pucel. Once I encounter d him, and thus I faid : 
Thou maiden youth, be vanquiſh'd by a maid.” 
But, with a majeſtical, high ſcorn, 
He anſwer'd thus: ** Young Talbot was not born 
« To be the pillage of a giglot wench.” 
So, ruſhing in the bowels of the French, 
He left me proudly, as un 
Bur. 
See where he lies inherſed in the arms 
CF the moſt bloody nurſer of his harms. 
Baſt. Hew them to pieces, 212 
Whoſe life was England's glory, Gallia's wonder. 
Daz. Oh, no; forbear : for that which we have fled 
During the life, let us not wrong it dead. | 
Enter Sir William Lucy. 


Ad 


worthy fight. 
zUDHtielcs . | 


Se 
W 
10 
At 
Bu 
V. 
1 
8 
L. 
L 
L 
T 
K 
= 
G 
O 
T 
V 
N 
8 
1 
0 
'F 
O 
- 
V 
Ir 
C 
A 
H 
F 
9 


8 


1 King Hen VI. 393 
Lacy. Submiſſion, Dauphin? tis a mere French word; 


We Engliſh warriors wot not what it means. 


Lacy. Where is the great Alcides of the field, | 

Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrew{bury ? 

Created, for his rare ſucceſs in arms, 

Great Earl of Waſhford, Waterford, and Valence, 
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield ; 

Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdon of Alton, 
Lord Cromwel of Wingfield, Lord Furnival of Shef- 
The thrice victorious Lord of Faulconbridge, [field, 
Knight of the noble order of St 
Worthy St Micherl, and the Golden Fleece, 

Great Marſhal to our King Henry the Sixth 
Of all his wars within the realm of France. 

Pucel. Here is a filly, ſtately ſtyle, indeed. 
The Turk, that two and fifty kingdoms hath, 
Writes not ſo tedious a ſtyle as this. 

Him that thou magnify'| with all theſe titles, 
eren. 

Lacy. Is Talbot the Frenchmens ſcourge, 
„ 

Oh, were mine eye · balls into bullets turn d, 

That I in rage might ſhoot them at your faces ! 
Oh, that I could but call theſe dead to life, 

It were enough to fright the realm of France ! 
Were but his picture left among you here, 

It would amaze the proudeft of you all. 
„%% ht ee Fe Mr here Hanes. 
And give them burial as beſeems chrir worth. 

Pucel. I think this upſtart is old Talbor's ghoſt, . 
He ſpeaks with fuch a proud commanding ſpirit. | | 
For God's fake, let him have em; to keep them here, , 
| They would but ſtink and purrify the air. , 

Bon. Go, whe theckr bodies hence. 


Dauphin, ſhall be rear'd 3 
A phcegix that ſhall make all France afear'd. ö 


294 The Firſt Part of A v. 
Dat. So we be rid of them, do what thou wile. 


And now to Paris, in this conqu'ring vein ; 


All will be ours, now bloody Talbots ale. [Exeunt. 

SCENE I. „ 
Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, and Exeter. 

X Henry. Have you perus'd the letters from the Pope, 


The Emperor, and the Earl of Armagnac? 


lou. | have, my Lord; and their intent is this, 
They humbly ſue unto your Excellence, 
To hare a godly peace concluded of, 


Between the realms of England and of France. 


So let them hare their anſwers er ry one. 


K. 'tenry. Row doth your Grace affect this motion? 

Clou. Well, my good Lord; and as the only means 
To ſtop eſfu? ion of cer Chri- Wag, 

And ſtabliſh quictneſs on ev'ry fide. 

K. Henry. Ay, marry, uncle, for I always thought 
It was both impious and unnatural, 

That ſuchi immanity and bloody ſtrife 
Should reign among profcilors of one faith. 

Gau. Beſide, my Lord, the ſooner to effect 

And furer bind this knot of amity, 

'The Earl of Armagnac, near kin to Charles, 

A man of great authority in France, 

Proffers his daughter to your Grace 

In marriage, with a large and ſumptuous dowry. 

K. Henry. any 6 pM alas! my years are yet toad 
And fitter is my ſtudy and my books, [young z 
Than wanton dalliance with a paramour. 

Yet call th' ambaſſadors; and, as you pleaſe, 


I thall he well content with any choice ANY 
Tends to God's glory, and my country's weal. 


Enter Wincheſter, and three mbaſſudors. 
Exe. What, is my Lord of Wincheſter inſtall'& 


r 


Then | perceive that will be verify d 

Henry the Fifth did ſometime propheſy : 

* If once he came to be a Cardinal, 

* He'll wake bus cap cocqual with the crown. | 
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x. Henry. My Lords Ambaſſadors, your ſer'ral ſuity 
Have been couſider d and debated on; 
Your purpoſe is both good and reaſonable : 
And therefore are we certainly refolv'd 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace, 
Which by my Lord of Wincheſter we mean 
Shall be tranſported preſently to France. 
Clæu. And for the profler of my Lord your maſter, 
I have inform'd his Highneſs fo at large, 
As, liking of the lady's virtuous gifts, 
Her beauty, and the value of her dower, 
He doth intend ſhe ſhall be England's 
K. Henry. In argument and proof of which contract, 
Bear her ; this jewel, pledge of my affection. 
And fo, my Lord Protector, fee them guarded, 
And ſafely brought to Dover; where, mihipp'd, 
Commit them to the fortune of the fea. | 
1 Sf gr * and train. 
Win. Stay, my you receive 
The fora of mon:y which | pr omiſed | E 
Should be deliver'd ro hs Holinh, 
For clothing me in theſe grave ornaments. 


r I ne wor Londie hifiee. 
Min. Now Wincheſter will not fubmit, I trow, 
Or be inferior to the proudeft Peer. 
Humphry of Glo'ſter, thou ſhalt well perceive, 
That nor in birth, nor for authority, 
The Bithop will be overborne by thee : 
F'II either make thee ſtoop, and bend thy knee, 
Or fack this country with a mutiny. [Exeunt, 


SCENE i. Changes to France. 


Enter Dauphin, Burgundy, Alanſon, Ba ard, Reignier, 
— 44 8 


Dau. Theſe news, my Lords, may cheer our 
"Tis faid, the tout Pariſians do revolt, [1g ſpirits: 
And turn again unto the warlike French. 
Alan. Then march to Paris. Royal 1 — 
And keep not back your pow'rs in dalllance. 

Pucel. Peace be among them if they turn to us, 
Elſe ruin combat with their palaces. 
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Enter Stout. 


Scout. Succeſs unto our valiant General, 
And happinefs to his accomplices ! 
Dan. What ti dings ſend our ſcouts? I pr' ythee, ſpeak. 
Scout. The Engliſh army, that divided was 
Into two parts, is now conjoin'd in one, 
And means to give you battle preſently. 
Dau. Somewhat too ſudden, Sirs, the warning is; 


Burg. I truſt the ghoſt of Talbot is not there; 
Now he is gone, my Lord, you need not fear. 

Pucel. Of ail baſe ns fear is moſt accurs'd. 
Command the conq Charles, it thall be thine : 
Let Henry fret, ard all the world repine. 


Dau. Then on, my Lords, . — 


me, 
And give ents; [Thunder: 
You gore + gp" that are ſubſtitutes 
Under the lordly monarch of the north, 


Appear, and aid me in this enterpriſe. 


Enter Fiends. 


This ſpeedy quick appearance argues proof 


Of your accuftom'd diligence to me. 


Now, ye familiar ſpirits, that are cull'd 


Out of the pow'rful legions under earth, 


Help me this once, that France may get the field. 


[They walk, aud ſpeak not. 

Oh, hold me not with ſilence over long 
Where I was wont to feed yu with my blood, 
I'll lop a member off, and give it you 
In earneſt of a further benefit: 
So you do condefcend to help me now. 

EET. [ They bang their heads. 
No hope to have redrefs ? my body ſhall 
Pay recompence, if you will grant my 


ſuit. 
[. They ſhake their FEY 
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Excurſions. Pucelle and York fight band to band. Pu- 


And try if they can gain 


Who art thou? ſay; that I may honour thee. 


lofty 
And let ber head fall into England's lap. 
My ancient incantations are too weak, 
And hell too ſtrong for me to buckle with. 


Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the duſt. [Fri. 


celle ir taken. The French. y. 


rty. 
A goodly prize, fit for the devil's grace ! 
See how the.ugly witch doth bend her brows, 
As if, with Circe, ſhe would change my ſhape. 
Pucel. Chang d to a worſer ſhape thou canſt not be. 


Alarm. Enter Suffolk, with Lady Margaret in his hand. 
Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my priſoner. 
[Gazes on her, 


Oh, faireft beauty, do not fear, nor fly; 
For I will touch thee but with reverend hands : 


I kiſs theſe fingers for eternal peace, 
And lay them gently on thy tender fide. 


Mar. Margaret, my name; and daughter to a King, 
The King of Nap les, whoſoc'er thou art. 


Suf. An Earl I am, * 
Ver. N. LI 


Be not offended, nature's miracle, 

Thou art allotted to be ra'en by me: 

So doth the ſwan her downy cygnets ſave, 

Keeping them pris'ners underneath her wings. 

Jet if this fervile uſage once offend, 

Go and be free again, as Suifolk's friend. Sei going 

Oh, ſtay! I have no power to let her pals; 

My band would free ker, but my heart ſays, No. 

As plavs the fan upon the glaffy ſtreams, | 

Twinklins another counterfeited beam, 

So ſeems this gorgeous beauty to mine eves, 

Fin would IN ber, yet I dare not ſpcalæ: 

Il call for pen and ink, and write my mind. 

Fie, De la Pole, dilable not thyſelf: 

Ilaſt not a tongue? is ſhe not here thy pris ner? 

Wilt thou be daunted at a woman's fight ? 

Ay; beauty's princely majeſty is tuch, 

Confounds the tongue, and makes the ſenſcs rough. 
Maur. Say, Ear! of Suffolk, if thy name be fo, 

What ranſom muſt I pay before I pats ? | 

For I perceive I am thy prifoner, 
Saf. How canſt thou tell the u ill deny thy ſoit, 

Befote thou make a trial of her love ? Ale. 
Mar. Why ſpeak it thou not? uhat ranſom muſt I 

Ray ? 
Suff. She's beautiful; and therefore to be wooed: 
She is a woman, therefore to be won, DL Ale. 
Maur. Wilt thou accept of ranſom, yea, or no? 
Suf. Fond man! remember that thou haft a wife; 
Then how can Margaret be thy paramour ? LA lde. 
NMlar. Twere belt to leave him, for he will not hear. 
Sa. There all is marr'd; there lies a cooling card. 
Har. He talks at random; ſure the man is mad. 
Sf. And yet a diſpenſation may be had. 
Mar. And yet I would that thou would anſwer me. 
Suf. I'll win this Lady Margaret. For whom ? 

Why, for my King“. 

Yet ſo my fancy may be ſatisfy'd, 

And peace eſtabliſned between theſe realms, 

But there remains a ſcruple in that too: 


* Why, for my King: Tuſh, thet's a wonken thing. 
Bong * talks of wood: it is ſome carpenter, 
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For though her father be the King of Naples, f 
Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet he is poor, 1 
And our Nobility will ſcorn the match. £ Ade. 

Mar. Hear ye me, Captain? are ye not at leiſure 2 


Sef. It ſhall be ſo, diſdain they ne er ſo much: Mm 
Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. I 


Madam, I have a ſecret to reveal. 1 
Mar. What though I be inthrall'd, he ſeems a Knight, 1 
And will not any way dithonour me. [ {feces 1 


Saf. Lady, vouchfafe to liſten what I fay. : 
Mar. Perhaps I ſhall be reſcu'd by the French, 4 
And then I need not crave his courteſy. e. 1 
Suf. Sweet Madam, give me hearing in a f 
Mar. Tuſh, — 


Le. 
851 Say, — Pre. would you not ſuppoſe 


Than is a ſlave in 
For Princes ſhould be free. 
Szuf. And fo ſhall you, 
If happy England's Re oyal King be free. 
Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom unto me? 
Saf. I'll undertake to make thee Henry * 
To put a golden ſceptre in thy hand, 
And fet a precious crown upon thy head, | 
If thou wilt condeſcend to be my— 2 
Mar. What? 4 
Suff. His love. ny | 
> Mar. I am unworthy to be Henry's wife. 2 
Suf. No, gentle Madam; I unworthy am | 
To woo fo fair a dame to he his wife, 
And have no portion in the choice myſelf. 
How ſay you, Madam? are you ſo content? 
Mar. An' if my father pleaſe, I am content. 
Suff. Then call our captains and our colours forth; 
And, Madam, at your father's caitle-walls, 
We'll crave a parley to confer with him. 


* captivate ere now. 

Sf. Lady, whercfore talk you ſo? 

Dar Ic „ you mercy, 'tis but greet for qua. 
uf. Suy, gentle Princeſs, Cc · 
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SCENE V. Sound. Enter Reignier on the walls. 
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, and unapt to weep, 
Or to exclaim on Fortune's fickleneſs. 
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Free from oppreſſion or the ſtroke of war, 

My daughter ſhall be Henry's, if he pleaſe. 
Sa. That is her ranſom, I deliver her; 

And thoſe two counties I will undertake 

Your Grace ſhall well and quietly enjoy. 

Reig. And I again in Henry's Royal name, 

thee her hand for fign of plighted faith. 

I Reignier of France, I give thee kingly thanks, 

is is in traffic of a Kin 


And yet methinks I could be well content 


. * — muß ĩ EI IE IE NI — IE CE 8 _ 
7 LES TR OI PO WE L 
s — Ga > os — 1 AS = +» W HS 7 
py * 


2 
yu — — — tte = — — — — 


— C ² U 


Sc. 6. King Henry VI. 491 
To be mine own attorney in this caſe. [Lfde- 
I'll over then to England with this news, 
And make this marriage to be folemaiz'd : 
So facewel, Reignier ; fec this diamond ſafe 
In golden palaces, as it becomes. 
 Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Chriſtian Prince King Henry, were he here. 
Mar. Farewel, my Lord: good wilhes, praiſe and 
ray rs | 
Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. [She is going. 
Suf. Farewel, ſweet Madam; hark you, Margaret 
No princely commendations to my King ? | 
Mar. Such commendations as become a maid, 
A virgin and his ſervant, ſay to him. 
Sa. Words ſweetly plac'd, and modeftly directed. 
But, Madam, I muſt trouble you again; 
No loving token to his Majefty ? 
Mar. Yes, my good Lord, a pure unfpotted heart, 
Never yet taint with love, I fend the King. 
Saf. And this withal. [ Kiffes her. 
Mar. That for thyſelf I will not fo preſume, 
Fo ſend ſuch peeviſh * tokens to a King. 
Sa. O, wert thou for myfelf ! —bur, Suffolk, ſtay; 
Thou may ſt not wander in that labyrinth; 
There minotaurs, and ugly treaſons, lurk. 
Solicit Henry with her wondrous praiſe, 
Bethink thee on her virtucs that ſurmount, 
Her nat'ral graces that extinguiſh art; 
Repeat their ſemblance often on the feas ; 
That,. when thou com'ſt to kneel at Henry's feet, 
Thou may ſt bereave him of his wits with wonder. 
; | 5 [ Exenrt; 


„ 

Enter York, Warwick, a Shepherd, and Pucelle, 
Yori, Bring forth that ſorcereſs, condemn'd to burn. 
Shep. Ah, Joan! this kills thy father's heart outrighe, 

Have | fought ev'ry country far and near, | 
And now it is my chance to find thee our, if 
Muſt I beho!d thy timeleſs, crucl, death! 
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2 The Firft Part of Aa v. 
Ah, Joan, feet « 


„I will die with thee. 


Pucel. miſer * ! baſe ignoble wretch! 
I am deſcended of a gentler blood. 


by ay gn nor no friend of mine. 


Of nuneth 6s ebltwe ax walls ded. 


Shep. Tis true, I gave a noble to the prieſt 


The morn that I was wedded to her mother. 
 Kneel down and take my bleſſing, good my girl. 


Wilt thou not ſtoop? now curſed be the time 
Of thy nativity ! I would the milk 
Thy mother gave thee when thou ſack'd her breaſt, 


3 


Or elſe, when thou didſt keep my lambs a- Held, 
T wiſh ſome rav nous wolf had eaten thee. | 


Doſt thou deny thy father, curſed drab ? 
O, burn her, burn her; hanging is too good. [ Exit. | 


Tor. Take her away, for the hath Iv d too long, 
To fill the world with vicious qualities. 
Pucel. Firſt let me tell you whom you have con- 
Sis ms of > Bate finale, Ldemn d: 
But iſfſu'd from the progeny of kings; 
Virtuous and holy, chofen from above, 
By inſpiration of celeſtial grace, 
'To work exceeding miracles ou earth. 


I never had to do with wicked ſpirits. 


But you *r 
Stain'd with the guiltleſs blood of innocents, 
27 
you want the grace that others have, 
i e. uretch. 8 
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May never glorious ſun refle& his beams [curſe. 


4 A 
No; miſconceived Joan of Arc hath been 


Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heav'n. 
Tork. Ay, ay; away with her to execution. 
ay. ARE ROT. Sirs; becauſe ſhe is a maid, | 
for no faggots, let there be enow : 
chy barrels on the fatal ſtake, 
— her torture may be ſhortened. 
hy Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts ? 
Then, Joan, diſcover thine infirmity, 
That warranteth by law thy privilege. 


I am with child, ye bloody homicides 


B 
Although ye hale me to a violent death. [child ! 
York. Now heav'n forefend! the holy maid with 
War. The greateſt miracle that ere you wrought : 
Is all your ſtrict preciſeneſs come to this? 
York. She and the Dauphin have been juggling: 
I did imagine what would be her refuge. 
Har. Well, go to; we will have no daflzeds Eves 
Eſpecially fince Charles muſt father it. 


Pucel You are deceiv'd; my child is none of his; 


Ir was Alanfon that enjoy'd my love. 


York. It dies, an' if it had a thouſand lives. 


Pucel. O, give me leave, I have deluded you; 
"Twas neither Charles, nor yet the Duke I nam'd, 


But Reignier, King of Naples, 
e. 
Teri. Why, here's a girl; I think ſhe knows not 
(There were fo many) whom ſhe may accuſe, [well 
Har. It's ſign ſhe hath been liberal and free. | 
Strumpet, thy words condemn thy brat and thee : 


_ Uſe no intreaty, for it is in vain. 


Pucel. Then lead me hence; with whom I leave my 


Tork. 3 that notorious Machiavel! 
It dies, c. 


404 The Firff Part of At v 
Upon the country where you make abode ! 
But darkneſs and the gloomy thade of death 
Inviron you, till miſchief and deſpair 
„ — TRIP! 
? [ Exit guarded, 
York. Break thou in pieces, and conſume to athes, 
\ Thoe foul accurſed miniſter of hell! | 
| SCENE VII. Eater Cardinal of Wincheſter, 
| Car. Lord Regent, I do greet your Excellence 
With letters of commiſhon from the King. 
For know, my Lords, the ſtates of Chridicndom, „ 
Mov'd with remorſe of theſe outrageous broils, | 
Have earneftly implor'd a gen'ral peace | 
Betwixt our nation and th' reſpiring French; 
And ſec at hand the Dauphin and his train 
» Approaching to coafer about ſome matrers. 
York. Is all our travel turn'd to this effect ? 
After the laughter of ſo many Peers, 
So many captains, gentlemen, and ſoldiers, 
That in this quarrel have been overthrown, 
And fold their bodies for their country's benefit, 
Shall we at laft conclude effeminate peace? 
Have we not loſt molt part of all the towns, 
By treaſon, falſchood, and by wenthery, 
| Our great progenitors ed con 
5 Oh, Warwick, Warwick ! I foreſee with grief 
Z The utter loſs of all the realm of France. 3 
3 War. Be patient, York; if we conclude a peace, 
It ſhall be with ſuch ſtrict and ſevere covenants, 
As little ſhall the Frenchmen gain thereby. 
Enter Dauphin, Alanſon, Baſtard, and Reignier. 
Dau. Since, Lords of England, it is thus agreed, 
That peaceful truce {hall be proclaim'd in France. 
þ We come to be informed by yourſelves, 
4 What the conditions of that league muſt be. 
| | Tork. Speak, Wincheſter; for boiling choler chokes 
ö The hollow paſſage of my priſoa'd voice, 
| By ſight of wheſe our baleful enemies. 
| iu. Charles and the reſt, it is eng ted thus: 
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York. lnſulting Charles, haſt thou by ſecret mean 
Us'd interceſſion to obtain a league; 


- Wi Ln, .. 
To cavil in the courſe of this contract: 
If once it be neglected, ten to one 


We ſhall not find like * 1 
to + Dauphin 
Alan. To fay the truth, WC. 
To fave your ſubjedts from ſuch maſſacre, = 
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406 The Firſt Part of Ad v. 
Mar. How fay'ſt thou, Charles? ſhall our condition 
Dau. It ſhall : [Rand ? 


Only reſerv'd, you claim no intereſt 
In any of our towns of garriſon. 
York. Then ſwear allegiance to his Majeſty 


As thou art knight, never to diſobey, 
Nor be rebellious to the crown of England; 


Thou, nor thy Nobles, to the crown of 
So now diſmils your army when you pleaſe : 


Hang up your enſigns, let your drums be ſtill, 
For here we entertain a ſolemn peace. LExeunt. 


SCENE VIIl. Changes to England. 


Enter Suffolk, in conference with Henry ; Glou- 
ceſter, and Exeter. 1 


K. Henry. Your wondrous rare deſeription, Noble 


Of beauteous Margaret hath aftonith'd me. [Earl, 
Her virtues, graced with external gifts, | 
Do breed love's ſettled patfions in my heart. 


And like as rigour of tempeſtuous guſts 
Provokes the mightieft hulk againſt the tide, 


8e an I driven by breath of her renown, 

Either to fuffer ſhipwreck, or arrive 

Where I may have fruition of her love. 1 
Suf. Tuſh, my good Lord, this ſuperficial 

Is but a preface to her worthy praiſe. 

The chief perfections of that lovely dame 

(Had I fufficient {kill to utter them) 

Would make a volume of inticing lines, 

Able to raviſh any dull conceit. 

And, which is more, ſhe is not ſo divine, 

So full replete with choice of all d-lights, 


But with as humble lowlineſs of mind 


She is content to be at your command: 


Command, I mean, of virtuous chaſte intents, 


To love and honour Henry as her Lord. 

K. Henry. And otherwife will Henry ne'er prefume; 
Therefore, my Lord Protector, give conſent, 
Thar Marg'ret may be England's Repel Quare. 

Gloz. So ſhould 1 give conſent to flatter fin. 
33 my Lord, your Highneſs is betroth d 
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Unto another lady of eſteem : 


The King of Naples and Jeruſalem; 


* Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliſs, 


Sc. 8. Ring Henry VI. 


How thall we then diſpenſe with that contra®, 

And not deface your honour with reproach ? 
Suff. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths 

Or one, that at a triumph having vow'd 

To try his ſtrength, forfaketh yet the liſts 

By reaſon of his adrerfary's odds. 

A poor Earl's daughter is unequal odds, 

Ard therefore may be broke without offence. 

Cu. Why, what, I pray, is Marg'ret more than that? 

Her father is no better than an Earl, 

Although ia glorious titles he excel, 


Saf. Yes, my good Lord, her father is a King, 


And cf ſuch great authority in France, 
That his alliance will confirm our peace, 
And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance. 
(leu. And fo the Earl of Armagnac may do, 0 
Becauſe he is near kinſman unto Charles. ; 
Eve. Beſide, his wealth doth warrant lib'ral dow 6 q 
While Reignier ſooner will receive than give. 


Sf. A dow'r, my Lords! diigrace not ſo your King, 
That he ſhould be fo abject, baſe, and poor, 
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To chuſe for wealth, and not for perfect love. 


Henry is able to enrich his Queen, 

And not to feek a Queen to make him rich. 

So worthleſs peaſants bargain for their wives, 
As market-men for oxen, ſheep, or horſe. 

But marriage is a matter of more worth, 

Than to be dealt in by attorneyſhip. 

Not whom we will, * whom his Grace affects, 
Muſt be companion of his nuptial bed. 

And therefore, Lords, ſince he affects her = 
It moſt of all theſe * * bindeth us, 

In our opinions ſhe ſhould be preferr'd. 

For what is wedlock forced, but a hell, 

An age of difcord and continual @#rife ? 


And is a pattern of celeſtial peace. 
Whom ſhould we match with Henry, being a Liang 
But Marg'ret, that is daughter to a King? 


Her peerleſa feature, joined with hor birth, 
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her fit for none but for a King: 

Her valiant courage and undauntcd fpirit 
(More than in woman commonly is 
Anſwer our hope in iſſue of a King: 

For Henry, fon unto a conqueror, 

Is likely to beget more 

If with a lady of fo high refolve 

As is fair Marg'ret, he be link'd in love. 

Then yield, my Lords, and here conclude with me, 

That Marg' ret ſhall be and none but ſhe. 

K. Henry. Whether it be through force of report, 

My Noble Lord of Suffolk, or for that 
My tender youth was never yet attaint 

Wich any paſſion of inflaming love, 

I cannot tell; but this L am aſſur d, 

I feel ſuch ſharp diſſenſion in my breaſt, 


may nate my grief. [Exie. 
Glan. Ay; grief, I fear me, both at firſt and laſt. 
[Exeunt Glouceſter and Exeter, 


The End of the Fountu Vorvuns, 


